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Committing suicide simultaneously by shooting themselves in the head was practically all 
Joseph and John had talked about for the past year. According to their plan their self-induced 
deaths were to take place concurrently in a small rowboat off the coast of Grand Cayman Island 
in the Caribbean sea. The reason for their taking their own lives was to put an end to their 
perpetual suffering. The constant pain that they had been forced to endure on a daily basis had 
reached the point of being unbearable, but their pain, though on par with one another, stemmed 
from different sources. John had Kaposi's Sarcoma covering his hands and face, cancer of his 
lymph nodes, and a vast variety of afflictions ranging from a to z. He was also on the verge of 
becoming insane due to what his doctor diagnosed as "the beginning stages of dementia." John's 
best friend, Joseph, was no better off. Weak, and weighing only ninety eight pounds he had 
succumbed to a syndrome referred to as "wasting." He was also completely blind in his right eye, 
while only forty percent of the vision in his left eye remained. His rapid loss of sight was being 
caused by CMV Retinitis. The ravaging illnesses of the two men were the result of the same 
deadly disease, Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndrome, more commonly called AIDS. Being 
that both of the men had T-cell counts that were below zero their immune systems were no 
longer functioning, and therefore they were now unable to fight off any opportunistic infections. 
A common cold for example could kill them within a matter of days. Suffice to say, they had 
decided to end their misery by taking matters into their own hands. Some would say that what 
they were doing was cowardly. Others would say it was sinful. Still, others say that euthanasia is 
the inevitable right of every individual who's quality of life is no longer worth living. John and 
Joseph have both said: "Our lives are no longer worth living." 

"Can't you row any faster?" John asked impatiently. 

"No, I can't row any faster," Joseph willfully replied. 

"At this rate it will take us all day just to get past the reef,’ John complained. 

"You could take one row and help," Joseph suggested with a sarcastic tone of voice, and then 
he took to wondering how it was possible for him to have remained John's best friend for the past 
ten years. "It's the dementia," he told himself in defense of his friend's oftentimes fanatical 
personality, though he knew that dementia was only partly to blame. 

"The sores on my hands hurt, and it's painful for me to lift my arms, because of the lymph 
nodes in my armpits, but I can try," John sighed emphatically, as he moved to the seat in the 
center of the boat were Joseph was situated. Now, sitting side by side they rowed the boat in 
unison towards the open sea. Even working together, though, it took them several hours of 
strenuous rowing before they were across the coral reef. They continued rowing until finally they 
found themselves in an area known as Bartlett Deep, but since they were entirely unfamiliar with 
the sea they knew no difference, or even in which direction they were heading. All they knew 
was that the shoreline of Grand Cayman Island was no longer visible. The beautiful beaches of 
George Town were now no more than a memory of the many months that they had spent basking 
in the Caribbean sun, half believing that perhaps the rays of the sun would somehow cure them 
of their disease, but of course the sun did no such thing. The sun was gone from the sky when 
they decided it was time to have dinner. By dusk hunger had forced them to stop rowing. They 
had been at sea for seven hours, and during that time the two men were grateful that the sea had 
remained calm. It showed no signs of the tropical storm that had been forecast earlier in the day. 
There was no wind whatsoever. Why not even a slight sea breeze blew. The only thing that 
moved were the screaming sea gulls that had followed them from shore. It had been a hot humid 
day and regrettably this evening brought only a marginal amount of relieve. It was the middle of 


summer. A time of tranquility in the Cayman Islands, unlike the winter months when tourists 
from all over the world swarm to the Caribbean. Joseph and John had arrived in February during 
the peak of the tourist season, so they had seen firsthand the steady flow of foreigners. 

On the boat they talked about many things as they ate their dinner, which consisted of cold 
beans, and home made biscuits that they had bought from a local bake shop. During their meal 
they reminisced mostly about the past. There was no escaping the fact that they had no future 
beyond this evening, so speaking of anything regarding the hereafter could only fill them with a 
sense of regret. They repeated to each other tales of their individual childhoods. Traumas that 
they had endured and fond memories that they cherished, though the latter could be heard less 
often throughout their discourse. There was a difference of five years in their ages. John was 
thirty three, and Joseph had just turned twenty eight. It was only a coincidence, perhaps, that they 
had both been born in Toronto, Canada in the same hospital. John's mother, unwed at the time, 
and who's maiden name was Margaret Clover- Cook, gave birth to an eight pound eight ounce 
baby boy at 1:09 am on April 29th, 1961. After naming her son Johnathan Crimson Clover-Cook 
she left the hospital a single parent, not knowing that she, at the age of twenty one, was destined 
to out live the infant in her arms. Five years later a Mrs. Burning gave birth, perhaps even in the 
same delivery room, to Joseph on June 16th, 1966. Two decades later in the case of Joseph, and 
two and a half decades later in the case of John, the two men met for the first time. It was no 
coincidence that both men had been diagnosed at the same time with the HIV virus. They had 
gone to a free clinic in Toronto and had been tested one after another. They were not, nor had 
they ever been, lovers, so they had not contracted the disease from each other. Neither of them 
knew who had been the cause of their becoming infected with the HIV virus. It did not matter 
whom was the one who had given them the disease, for no one knew better than they that as a 
result of their sometimes careless and constantly lascivious lifestyles they had given it to 
themselves. It could have been coincidental that they had both been infected with a particularly 
strong strain of the virus, which had attacked their immune systems very rapidly, for it was only a 
year ago that they were diagnosed. Too, there's a very good chance that they could have 
contracted it from the same trick or from the same partner. Nonetheless, it came as no surprise to 
either of them that they were HIV positive. They had had many partners, for atop of being 
prostitutes they were also a promiscuous pair. Prior to their pitiful prognoses and subsequent 
failing health they had been prostitutes on the street and in a newspaper known as "NOW" 
magazine. Prostitutes with low self esteems that came from dysfunctional families. For the past 
ten years they had tumed tricks in New York, Toronto, Vancouver, and Montreal, but the first 
place were they plied themselves was in Calgary, Alberta, which was where they had originally 
met. It was in Calgary where they had first become victims of their past, their present, their desire 
to be loved, and there need for money. John had been on his way to Vancouver when he ran out 
of money in Calgary. There he had met a man who introduced him to "the strip." Joseph had been 
visiting a half-sister and had strayed. Joseph was the first to retum to Toronto in the early fall. 
John went back to Toronto a month later. It did not take either of them very long to seek out "the 
strip" in their hometown, and even less time for them to find each other. Thereafter their 
friendship formed and they have stayed in constant contact with each other ever since. After 
spending the whole of that winter working the street in Toronto they swore to themselves that 
they would get to a warmer climate for the next. The summer that followed they saved the 
majority of the money they made and in the fall they fled to California. In San Francisco they 
were able to take a break from what had become a habit for them both, but it did not last and 


before long they had both returned to the streets of Toronto. The time they spent in San 
Francisco, though, was one of the fond memories they cherished aboard the rowboat, or what 
they referred to only moments ago as their "vessel of death." 

John threw a piece of biscuit up into the air for a sea gull that swooped down and caught the 
morsel of food in it's mouth before the biscuit fell as it would have into the water. Joseph did the 
same for another gull and then before long all their biscuits were gone. They had run out of 
groceries the day before, and since they seldom ventured into town on account of their obvious 
illness they had done without. When they had first arrived in the Cayman Islands five months ago 
towards the end of February they did not have any noticeable symptoms. John had sores on his 
backside and swollen lymph nodes, but nothing that could readily be discerned. Joseph still had 
his sight and had lost only a little weight, so his symptoms were also undetectable at the time. 
They were able to go outdoors without being discriminated against. It did not last, though, for 
after only two months their ailments became obvious enough for a group of American teenage 
tourists to terrorize them. "AIDS carriers," they called them. 

"That's one of the reasons we left North America," John gasped once they were safely inside 
their cottage. They had rented a secluded cottage close to the sea. The owner of the cottage was 
an elderly woman, who could have gotten more money than she was getting from the two young 
men, but she had a taken a liking to them both. When she realized that they were terminally ill 
and running out of money she lowered their rent even more. The twelve foot long rowboat they 
were presently using also belonged to their landlady, but they had left enough money in the 
cottage to cover the cost of what was possibly to become of the boat. They had in fact left all of 
their money in an envelope with her name on it. "What good is it going to do us?" they reasoned. 
In regards then to their Cayman Island landlady their consciences were clear. 

John's conscience was troubled by a matter far more metaphysical than money or material 
possessions. To the vast majority of people who had met him during the past ten years of his life 
he was nothing more than a prostitute, a reciprocator for their affections, a receptacle of sorts for 
their sperm, a hand that could jerk better than their own, a soft moist mouth that was more 
masterful than their wife's vagina, a willing rectum, an erect penis, a whore as it were. To only a 
very few people whose path he crossed John was an aspiring writer. His dream was to become a 
published novelist, and it was a dream that had a very good chance of becoming a reality had his 
life not been devastated by AIDS, for just prior to coming to the Cayman Islands he had finished 
his sixth novel. 

Joseph was also a troubled soul, for he too was a creative type with the same dreams of 
having the world hear his artistic voice. He was not a novelist. He was a screenwriter, who 
desperately wanted to direct his own feature films. Regrettably, however, he had not had the 
opportunity to make even a single movie. But, he also had just recently finished his first 
screenplay entitled Low Lifes, which no one but John had ever read. 

The sea gulls were gone when the two men relaxing in the rowboat realized how entirely 
alone they were. In this state of mind more than once they cast their eyes downward in the 
direction of the guns that lay by their feet in the bottom of the boat, and then subsequently they 
would find themselves staring at the box of ammunition nearby. They had purchased the 
shotguns especially for this occasion. Moreover, whenever they did look at the weapons, which 
were to be the tools of their euthanasia, they would become silent for a short period of time. 

Being the most talkative of the two men John was always the first to break their silence. 
"Hemingway shot himself in the head with a shotgun," John said optimistically. 


"Then I guess we're in good company," Joseph replied. 

"And he had less reason to end his life than us," John added with the same optimism as 
before. 

"Yeah, but I've always liked the back of my head." Joseph whimpered, and then both of the 
men laughed hysterically. "Are you afraid?" Joseph asked, after they had stopped laughing. 

"I'm not afraid of the dying. I'm afraid of what I will miss. Sinead O'Connor's next album. 
Barbra Streisand's next film. Madonna's next revolutionary step. The whole world will go on 
without me as though I never existed. Except for the mourning of a few family members no one 
will even notice I'm gone, and the idea of causing my family grieve hurts me more than anything 
AIDS could ever do. When I turned thirty I thought I was old, but now thirty three seems so 
young. I've only lived a little over a third of my life. I guess though that I should have considered 
all this before having unsafe sex. I mean there were only a couple of times that I can recall, but it 
only takes once. I knew the danger. The risk I was taking." 

"Well, don't forget, we started working the street six months before we even knew what 
AIDS was, so we could have contracted the virus then. In fact, I can recall standing on a corner 
being cruised by tricks when someone came up to me and said, 'Have you heard about the disease 
that's killing gays?' It was the first I'd heard anything about it, but then I think jumped in a car 
and had anal sex without a condom." 

"That was ten years ago. Chances are it would have showed up on a test before now," John 
replied. 

"In your case it could have been those tattoos that you had done by that guy on the street. 
Remember, right afterwards, we became suspicious that the needles were dirty." 

"It could have been the night in Montreal two winters ago when we got high on coke and got 
fucked in the baths," John quickly pointed out. 

"I thought I was exempt," Joseph said. "I thought it would never happen to me." 

"I didn't. I thought I was unhappy. I thought I wanted to die, so I never really cared. I've 
always been manic depressive, and suicidal." 

"You don't have to tell me. I've known you for ten years. I've witnessed your instability 
firsthand." 

"Well, I have no real regrets." 

"I guess not. You've written six novels and you're only thirty three years old. I think 
Providence would have killed you anyway even if there was no such thing as AIDS. You're too 
prolific, and too talented to be allowed to live a long life. I mean imagine how many books you 
would write if you were permitted to live to be eighty or ninety. I don't think Shakespeare's are 
allowed to exist in this century." 

"You can hardly compare me to Shakespeare. I'd feel inferior being put on the same pedestal 
with the worst hack in the world." 

"Why is that?" Joseph wondered aloud. 

"Because even the worst hack in the world has been published," John replied. Joseph 
laughed. "I know. I can't believe some of the writing that is presented to the public, but book 
publishing is a business. Most of the time, though, you don't realize how good your novels really 
are. And it's no wonder you feel insecure no one has ever encouraged you." 

"No, one has ever read me, but you." 

"I know, and according to you I'm not objective because I'm your best friend, but that's 
bull-shit. I know what I like, and my tastes are pretty refined considering. Besides, I can tell a 


good story from a bad story. Believe me all of your books are brilliant, and you know it as well. 
You're just fishing for a compliment, but that's ok, because you deserve one. A person, no matter 
how much conviction they might have, can only believe in themselves by themselves for so long 
before they need some type of affirmation. And I don't mind a bit being the one to give it to you. 
It's actually an honor." 

"You always did know how to make me feel better about myself, or at least about my 
writing." 

"Me, on the other hand, I'm going to leave this world not having accomplished what I wanted 
to do, which was make films." Joseph's despondent declaration moved John deeply, for he knew 
that this was a great regret of Joseph's. 

"If it's any consolation I loved reading Low Lifes. I thought it was a great screenplay. It will 
make a good film, and I'm not just saying that because you're my best friend. You would have 
been a cross between Andy Warhol and Woody Allen." 

"Now I really feel bad." 

"Why, I thought you liked both of those film makers?" 

"It's not that, it's the fact that I could have been." 

"I know how you feel, but I don't know which is worse. I've written six novels, and not one 
of them has been published. Sometimes I think I'd be happier having left nothing behind. I'd have 
fewer concerns. My greatest fear is that my novels will never find their way out into the world, 
because I won't be here to push them along." 

"How many times have you told me that writing a book is like giving birth to a baby?" 

"I don't know. I tend to digress and repeat myself a lot lately. Why?" 

"I was just thinking that when a mother dies during childbirth her baby still goes out into the 
world without her. The father, or another family member might take care of it, or it may be 
adopted. Your books will do the same. Someone will recognize their worth and will see to their 
being discovered. Somebody will adopt them." 

"I hope so, but what if it doesn't happen for forty, or fifty, or a hundred years?" 

"What difference will time matter to you?" 

"It will matter to those who knew me. To my family. My friends. My foes. It's the people 
living in the world today that I most want to impress, that I want to be remembered by. 
Remembered as something other than a whore. And in a hundred years everyone alive today will 
be dead." 

"Posterity will publish them," Joseph said preemptively and with complete conviction. 
"Fuck posterity," John replied bitterly. "It's this generation, my generation, that I want to 
impress, that I want to be worshipped by, that I want to be remembered by." He spoke with even 
more bitterness than before, but his entire being was actually praying for posterity to publish his 
work. He had sent out nearly a hundred copies of each of his novels to publishers across the 

country just prior to flying to the Cayman Islands. 

"For all you know your mother might have received an advance check in the mail this 
morning for one of your books," Joseph said with a sure sounding voice. Joseph had read John's 
first five novels, but since John had only just finished his sixth a week before they came to the 
Cayman Islands Joseph had not had been able to read it. He had been planning to up until the 
time of his going blind in one eye and then when he began losing the sight in his other eye it was 
no longer possible. "Tell me something about your last book. Maybe it will help to keep my mind 
off..." Joseph could not bring himself to finish the sentence, and since John knew what he was 


going to say there was no need. 

John reached under the wooden seat for the satchel he had brought along. He had 
photocopies of all six of his novels beginning with: Kyle Reeves, A Raven in New York City, A 
Dramatist and His Dialogue with the Devil, My Gothic Romance, The Search for the 
Reincarnated Romeo and Juliet, and lastly the novel that Joseph had not read, was called The 
Cure of the Crimson Colored Clover. 

Only days after being diagnosed HIV positive John had begun doing everything he possibly 
could to ensure that his body of work, his manuscripts, would not fall into oblivion, for, after all, 
he had spent in total nearly thirteen or fourteen years writing them. He had sent revised versions 
to the Library of Congress in Washington D.C. He had put computer floppies into a safety 
deposit box and had given his mother the key. He had made fresh paper print outs for various 
family members and had given them a list of publishers and agents to send out copies and 
synopses. "Make sure you keep on sending them out even long after I'm gone," he had said. "No 
matter how agonizing my death might be it will be nothing compared to the pain I will feel if I 
suspect that my work will never be read. To know that my books are being read would give me 
the greatest joy." Then he had gone to work in a desperate frenzy to finish The Cure of the 
Crimson Colored Clover, a book about AIDS that he had begun strangely enough before his own 
diagnoses. 

Now, on the boat with his best friend, he took out what destiny had decided was to be his last 
novel. He looked at the title page and then at his Joseph. 

"Why don't you read it to me?" Joseph suggested. "But, let's have a drink first." 

John reached back into the bag and pulled out the big bottle of Vodka that they had bought a 
month ago specifically for the occasion of killing themselves. "You hold the cups and I'll pour. 
The orange juice is warm, and the ice has melted, but it will have to do." He poured the drinks to 
the ratio of two thirds Vodka and one third orange juice. 

"A toast, to your novels," Joseph said raising the paper cup he held in his hand. 

John raised his cup. "And to your screenplay," he added, and then they both drank until their 
cups were empty. After refilling their drinks John began reading the first chapter. 

"Wait," Joseph said, "I forget what it's called?" 


The AIDS Antidote 
Mr. David O'Casey and Mr. Douglas Defoe were legally married (to each other) on the 
fourth of July in the city of Los Angeles sometime in the twenty first century... 

In the year 2000 and some, California, presently being one of the many places on the planet 
where a marriage between two men is permissable in accordance with the law, and July fourth, 
being as it always has been since the birth of the nation, a day of celebration, it was the perfect 
time and place for their nuptial vows. It was also the first day in several months that the sun had 
managed to break through the dense smog that had completely besieged the city since the turn of 
the century. Smog had been a problem long before the turn of the century. Industry and the 
numerous number of automobiles due in part to the vast population had been the early cause of it, 
but after "the great quake," which is how the surviving residents of Southern California referred 
in retrospect to the tragedy, the pollution had become increasingly worse due to the damage done 


by the countless number of fires immediately following "the great quake." Throughout the latter 
part of the twentieth century scientists studying the San Andreas Fault had wamed that "the big 
one" was inevitable and would undoubtedly decimate Southern California. Several smaller 
earthquakes throughout the late nineteen hundreds had reaffirmed everyone's belief that "the big 
one" was, in all likelihood, on it's way. Well, as predicted, it came and went, but as it left behind 
more dead bodies than anyone had imagined possible it was far bigger and far more disastrous 
than had been predicted. An estimated two million people were instantly killed. It was an 
unmitigated catastrophe, for not only the United States of America but for all of civilization. 
They were more casualties than any earthquake recorded in the history of humankind. The entire 
western coast was so violently shaken by the quake that measured 9.9 on the rector scale that a 
few scattered survivors, who had been living further inland at the time the quake struck, 
described it as "the earth colliding with an asteroid the size of the sun." The fires that swept all 
throughout the city of Los Angeles lasted for only a brief time, for the colossal tidal wave that 
rose out of the Pacific Ocean swept the entire coast of southern California back into the sea and 
with it two million more people. Then it was said that "the sea itself was on fire." Apartment 
buildings, office buildings, skyscrapers, bridges, damns, highways, homes, automobiles, and 
entire towns, that did not crumble down into the initial mile wide crack in the earths crust, were 
wiped away in the seismic sea wave with little or no trace left behind of their existence. The sea 
did not discriminate. The towering wall of water swept away everyone from the homeless to the 
multitude of movies stars, as did the landslides that ravaged the landscape. Mansions in Malibu, 
movie studios, Malibu itself, Hollywood, and Beverly Hills, had all succumbed to the sea. The 
quake was felt in every corner of North America and as far away as Chile. Dark clouds of soot 
and smoke filled the sky for several weeks afterwards. Then during the decade that followed Los 
Angeles was rebuilt by people from across the country who seized the numerous opportunities 
presented by the state to settle on the new coastline. 

"The great quake" did not occur until several years after the wedding in question, but even 
before the upcoming catastrophe pollution all over the planet had reached epidemic proportions 
by the early part of the twenty first century. "We went to an island in the South Pacific last week 
just to see the sun," one of the grooms parents remarked at the wedding. It was Douglas De foe's 
father, who made the comment, and it was he who had taken his wife upon her insistence to 
Tahiti. "I can remember not to long ago when the South Pacific was a pristine place. An 
unpolluted paradise," he informed his listener, who happened to be the wedding minister. "Now, 
it seems the South Pacific is just as polluted as the rest of the planet," he added irritably, for 
although both of the grooms parents were present at the wedding they were less than pleased by 
their respective son's decision to wed. The state of California had come a long way in combating 
discrimination against gays, but the O'Casey’s and the Defoe's had not. 

The ceremony that united the two men together "for all of eternity" was an elegant and lovely 
affair. And though it lasted far longer than many of their friends in attendance deemed necessary, 
the couples' self written wedding vows were an inspiration to every gay member of the 
assemblage. Even the most callous and cynical people present had to admit that it was a 
touching, not too sentimental, festive, and an altogether inspiring event. In fact, after the jovial 
middle-aged minister pronounced them "husband and husband," David and Douglas were not the 
only ones who felt certain that they would live (now that they were united) happily-ever-after, for 
their friends also felt that the newlyweds were a perfectly matched pair. When the couple left the 
church hand in hand under an array of rice and colorful confetti, which was heaped upon them, 


everyone cheered. Then later at the reception some of their friends could not help being envious 
upon seeing how much they were in love. The way they kissed and hugged each other upon every 
opportunity was an envy to nearly everyone of the single gay men in the room. Indeed, everyone 
was sure that David and Douglas, like a pair of poetic princes pulled from the pages of an 
eighteenth century fairy-tale romance novel, were going to live happily-ever-after, and surely 
they would have if Douglas Defoe had not been diagnosed with having the HIV virus that causes, 
what is still commonly called in the year 2000 and some, AIDS. 

Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndrome was first recognized in the United States as far back 
as the eighty first year of the nineteenth century, so it seemed extremely incredulous to some that 
so many years after it's discovery the disease could still be spreading and at such an alarming 
rate. Yet, it was, and it was right after David and Douglas returned to smoggy Los Angeles from 
their two week long sun-filled Hawaiian honeymoon when the happy couple first discovered, by 
way of Douglas's doctor, that their union would not be everlasting, like they were led to believe 
at the altar and by their undying love for each other. As a matter of fact, while making love late at 
night on Waikiki Beach, Douglas, who was apparently not a prophet, had actually whispered 
poetically in David's ear, "How blissful I become whenever I think of making love to you like 
this for another fifty years." Then they had each had an incredible orgasm, as though two 
Hawaiian volcanoes erupted simultaneously. Shortly thereafter they went for a swim in the 
ocean. The water was warm and it, as well as the waves, washed away the semen that had started 
to dry on their skin. In less than half an hour they had their clothes on and were driving back in 
their rented car to their hotel in Honolulu, feeling as though their adjoined future was indeed 
going to be blissful. How wrong they were. 

They arrived back in Los Angeles to leam that one of the routine HIV tests taken before their 
wedding had come back positive. They postponed they're trip to the Grand Canyon. Douglas said 
that he was too upset to go even though they had been planning for several months on taking a 
scenic drive through Arizona and New Mexico right after their honeymoon. "Maybe in the fall?" 
Douglas said. 

By fall, though, Douglas was in no condition to go anywhere but to the hospital, and travel 
was the last thing on David's mind. "What an unjust world we live in. I've been given the one 
thing that I always wanted and now it will be taken away from me," cried David to himself, and 
then while wiping away his tears he could not help wondering in anger why he had been granted 
it to begin with? Some type of torture? he supposed. What kind of cruel God inhabits this 
universe, anyhow? he asked himself, and then once again he began to cry. 

It was drastic for David to watch helplessly as Douglas deteriorated more and more each day. 
His ultimate death from the dreadful disease did not linger on for long like so often is the case 
with AIDS. Only a few months after Douglas had been diagnosed the couple's worst fears were 
realized when suddenly Douglas became symptomatic and went from being HIV positive to 
having "full blown" AIDS. The horrendous kind of cancer known as Kaposi's Sarcoma covered 
his hands and face. He looked upon the life threatening lesions as just one more sure sign of his 
impending departure. More opportunistic infections followed as a result of his diminishing 
immune system. In the end he was in a great deal of pain, but he died quickly and with all the 
dignity that his chronically weakened and demented condition could allow; indeed David was 
horrified to witness his lover suffer for so many weeks from that form of dementia that inflicts so 
often and so severely victims of AIDS. During the week before his death Douglas had no idea 
where he was or who he was or even what he was. With a vegetable like state of mind he stared 


all around the hospice room not recognizing anyone who came to visit him including his husband 
David. Douglas's parents could not bear to see their son suffering so and spurting gibberish, so 
they visited him on only one occasion. Upon first finding out about his HIV status, Douglas had 
decided not to tell his parents. "They have never fully accepted the fact that I'm gay, and their 
cold stares at our wedding were enough to make me wish I hadn't invited them," Douglas 
declared, so when the time came it was David who found himself obliged to inform the Defoe's 
about their son's terminal condition. And although he did so as gently as one possibly could their 
response was savage. They blamed David for Douglas's disease, and then finally for his death. 

Douglas was buried in an old country cemetery just outside of Santa Monica where he and 
David had once stopped during a drive on a Sunday afternoon. They had spent an hour or more 
walking through the picturesque setting and in passing Douglas just happened to comment on 
how he would like to be laid to rest in a similar place. At the time both of the men had laughed 
lightly never suspecting how close Douglas was to death. Tearfully, David had returned to the 
graveyard and had made all the necessary arrangements while Douglas was lying in a coma. As it 
turned out he was "laid to rest" next to another recent victim of AIDS. And on the other side of 
Douglas's grave was a woman who had died of consumption before there was a cure. Next to her 
was a man who suffered a stroke. Another who died of old age. An elderly woman who had died 
as the result of a fall down a flight of stairs. A young girl who had been hit by a drunk driver 
while riding her brand new bike. A few yards away from her the drunk driver was buried as well, 
for his car had careened off a cliff only moments after hitting the girl on the bike. A suicide 
victim had been put to rest nearby. There was a man in his early twenties who had been the 
victim of a vicious serial killer. There were many others in the cemetery who had succumbed to 
AIDS, and there were liver failures, and kidney failures, and car crash victims, and plane crash 
casualties, and heart attacks victims, and hundreds who death had been caused by various forms 
of incurable cancer. Standing alone in the cemetery, surrounded by the vast number of 
tombstones, David saw these memorials as symbols of man's mortality. "I guess we'll never get to 
the Grand Canyon," David cried aloud. 

Grieving, as David did in the days and weeks and months that followed the demise of his 
lover, husband, and best friend, Douglas Defoe, David withdrew entirely from what had once 
been their mutual circle of friends. The faces of those familiar to them both were now too painful 
for him to bear. David's parents, who lived in Shamrock City, Ireland, had only been visiting Los 
Angeles at the time of the wedding, and had returned long ago to their homeland. At times David 
missed his family, but more often than not he was grateful that they were so far away. During 
phone conversations he did his best to avoid the subject of his widowhood. His parents, having 
been so opposed to the marriage, now found it difficult to express any sort of sincere sympathy. 
The Defoe's presented any even greater problem, for they still blamed David for the death of their 
beloved son. Atop of this David also disassociated himself altogether from the gay scene, until 
finally a time came when all his friends were forced to forget about him entirely, while those who 
chose to remember him were obliged to reluctantly regard him as a recalcitrant recluse certifiably 
incapable of recovering from his tragic loss. 

David was tested several times himself for the HIV virus, but each time the test came back 
negative. It would seem that he had not been infected, or if he had been the virus was still at 
some formative stage. It could be hiding just waiting to one day reveal itself by attacking my 
immune system, David thought, for he was convinced that he too would become a victim of the 
deadly disease. Yet, each time approximately two weeks after having stuck the patient's arm with 


a needle to extract a sample of the blood that could come with an irrevocable death sentence, his 
doctor would tell him, "You're negative." 

"So far," David would say to himself with an self- pitying tone of voice, albeit out loud for 
the benefit of the doctor or to anyone else for that matter, like that cruel God, who would perhaps 
take pity on his poor soul unlike the many millions before him whom he had not taken pity upon. 
On each terrifying tension-filled occasion, however, David's reply was always the same, "So far," 
he would snap, or sigh, or shout, for he knew the HIV virus that causes AIDS can not always be 
detected even after it has been contracted. Sometimes, sadly enough, or perhaps fortunately 
enough depending upon your point of view and your ability to deal with the knowledge, it can 
takes years to show up in your system. 

"Safe sex," as it was called during the time of Douglas's death (by everyone over the age of 
five, for after the turn of the century it was taught in kindergarten) was something that David and 
Douglas as a couple had always practiced. They did so out of respect for each other and because 
they both had an earnest appreciation for life. Like all men and women of all shapes and sizes, 
fetishes and fancies, skin colors and religions, in countries all over the world they too were 
required to practice "safe sex" during the reign of the deadly disease. It was not until after the 
cure was found that people could practice sex once again without having to hear the word "safe." 
Suffice to say, the cure not only saved millions upon millions of lives, it made it possible for the 
human race to experience sexual relations as nature had intended. The scathing sword that hung 
over everyone's head had been removed. So why then was David so fearful of having caught the 
disease from Douglas if indeed they had always practiced safe sex? "Are his worries unfounded 
and imaginary?" several of his friends inquired. "No, he has good reason to be afraid," said a 
friend who had knowledge of a particular circumstance involving David and Douglas's sex life. It 
was the night when David and Douglas first met at a gay bar in Hollywood, a gar bar that is 
famous for being frequented by many movie stars. That same evening the soon to be married 
couple became intimate and a condom was definitely used when Douglas penetrated David with 
all the excitement generated by a couple having sex with each other for the first time. Carried 
away by the extreme attraction they felt for each other both physically and mentally unbeknown 
to them both at the time the condom broke just prior to ejaculation. "Mankind can fly to the 
moon and back, but they can't make condoms guaranteed not to break," Douglas had quipped 
upon pulling his exposed and dripping penis from David's raised and reddened rear end. David 
was a bottom and Douglas was obviously a top man. So, you see, there certainly had been an 
exchange of bodily fluids and this is why David to this day worries about the possibility of his 
having been irrevocably infected with the virus. Nevertheless, even with all his worries about 
what happened on that fateful evening David still remembers the first time they made love as 
being the epitome of erotica. Quite possibly it had been the most perfect union ever between two 
people, but who is to say for sure? Regardless, it was a sensational encounter for both parties that 
not only lasted until the early morning it was the event that led to their future marriage. That 
evening was the first time that David had ever been exposed even accidentally to unsafe sex. It 
was not, however, the first time that Douglas had exposed himself to the risk of contracting the 
HIV virus. Long before meeting David and prior to his relocating to Los Angeles, Douglas had 
led a lascivious lifestyle in San Francisco. Unbeknown to anyone it was a nineteen year old sailor 
boy in a bath house in the San Francisco Bay area whom Douglas contracted the virus from. The 
sailor boy both a top and a bottom was accustomed to having (on numerous occasions) anal 
intercourse without a condom. He and Douglas had done the same, but at this point in time it is 


academic since both Douglas and the young man in question have died, and quite frankly so have 
several other people in their promiscuous path. Presently, it is all academic to an even greater 
extent since the cure for AIDS has been discovered, and no not by a Nobel Prize winning 
Norwegian scientist sitting in a laboratory with several million dollars worth of experimental 
equipment and lab animals viciously infected all at the mad doctor's disposal. It was found purely 
by accident in the state of California by a person suffering from "full blown" AIDS. His name is 
Charles Dickens, and although no relation to the nineteenth century novelist, he is of English 
descent. Born and raised in Albuquerque, New Mexico, Charles, like so many others, contracted 
the HIV virus from having unsafe sex. On a camping trip with an uninfected fnend in one of the 
many lush valleys of Southern California they pitched their tents in a field of crimson colored 
clover. "It just seemed like the perfect place. The flowers were fragrant and in full bloom, and the 
field went on for as far as the eye could see," they were later quoted as saying to a Los Angeles 
Times' reporter. Laying down in the clover, beneath the bright blue sky, they began looking for a 
four leafed clover. Well, of course they could not find one, for four leafed clovers are extremely 
rare, but while they were searching they started nibbling, as many people will do, on the sweet 
tasting crimson colored flowers. Upon realizing what they were doing, as a lark, his friend 
induced him to keep on eating it. "Maybe it will cure you," his friend said, having no idea that 
indeed it would do just that. Later that night, however, Charles's appetite returned. He became 
ravenous for food. He ate a large meal before going to bed something he had not been able to do 
for several months. He awoke in the morning feeling more energetic than he had for the past 
year. Next he noticed that sometime during the night the sores on his upper body had 
miraculously disappeared. "You don't suppose it was all that clover I ate?" Charles exclaimed. 

"No, it couldn't have been," his friend replied in absolute disbelief. 

"I'm not sure. Something tells me that it was," Charles said, so after eating several clumps of 
clover and packing up more than a pound to take with him he returned to Albuquerque feeling 
like a new man. Still, it was too much to hope that he was healed until he visited his doctor, who 
eventually confirmed the fact that his AIDS was gone. At first his immune system appeared to be 
making a mighty return to normal, but still the doctor had his doubts until a week later when the 
test came back confirming that there was no trace of the HIV virus in his system. His antibodies 
were back. Miraculously, he was cured. After Charles testified informally to several medical 
experts on behalf of the clover's amazing power to heal, and after extensive testing by research 
scientists a vaccine and a serum were both made from the crimson colored clover, yet apparently 
only clover the color of crimson and the kind that grew in California were potent enough to ward 
off the disease. "The clover plant in question is composed of numerous leafy stems arising from a 
thick crown. The crimson colored flowers are born in compact clusters. It is within these clusters 
that the cure can be found," one scientist claimed. "There are 250 species of the genus Trifolium, 
with more than 80 species indigenous to the United States. Clover thrives ina cool moist climate 
on soils where there is an available supply of phosphorus, potassium, and calcium. There are 
various strains of the plant and we believe that this hybrid clover was created by a farmer from a 
variety of different clovers as far back as the mid twentieth century. It would appear that this 
particular clover plant is no good as a forage food, so it was likely disregarded and left to grow 
wild in the valley. So far we have not been able to find this strain anywhere else in the world." 

Upon hearing about Charles Dickens's miraculous discovery thousands of people from all 
over the world flocked to various fields of clover wherever they could find them. Hordes of 
humans began eating clumps of clover as though they were cows grazing in a field. The vaccine 


for the uninfected and the serum for those who were already HIV positive or for those who had 
"full blown" AIDS did not take a long time to get on the market as is usually the case with a new 
drug. It was a natural remedy, an holistic healing plant that did not have to be put through the 
regular rigorous red tape of the Federal Drug Administration, and furthermore it worked! 
Companies across the country cropped up that quickly marketed the crimson colored clover that 
they had begun to grow in their greenhouses. Baffled scientists in research laboratories around 
the world studying the plants power to heal continued to exclaim, "Who would have thought that 
something as common as clover could be the antidote to such a devastating disease?" 

"Certainly none of you," the mother of an already long ago deceased victim of AIDS cried. In 
a very short time everyone who was infected with the HIV virus was cured and anyone who was 
not HIV positive was given the vaccine. It was the end of the epidemic and a time of celebration 
like no other known on earth. There was a party of one sort or another all over the world. It was 
far too late for Douglas, though, since the discovery did not occur until several years after his 
death, so he, and many others like him, died an early death. 

"It's such a shame," friends at his funeral had said, for they all knew that dearly departed 
Douglas was the first lover that David had ever had. He was also the first person David had 
known to die from AIDS, or from anything else for that matter. David was a novice to death in 
any form, to the grieving process, and to the getting on with one's life. He had never been close to 
anyone who died. The nearest he came to experiencing the loss of a loved one was a pet turtle 
that had passed away when David was twelve years old, but one can hardly compare a turtle to a 
marriage partner. It troubled him too at the time that Douglas had been taken away by a disease 
that for so long had been altogether ignored by the government, and as some fanatical militant 
members of the gay community would like to believe: "AIDS was purposely introduced into the 
gay population by the government." 

"But why?" David had asked incredulously the first time he heard the hypothesis, for to him, 
a trusting soul, it was an absurd statement and something utterly uncomprehensible. It happened 
to be a drag queen at the nightclub where David and Douglas spent their Friday and Saturday 
nights. The same night club where Madonna, the aging movie star, was seen on several occasions 
with her entourage. The drag shows, the naked male dancers, and the chance of seeing Madonna 
herself, were the main attraction for many of the patrons, but for David and Douglas it was the 
dance floor, the strobe lights, and the music (very often an ex tremely old Madonna recording) 
that brought them there on such a regular basis. David and Douglas both loved to dance. Neither 
one of them drank more than a few bottles of imported beer in one evening, but that was before 
Douglas's death, for afterwards David never returned even once. He found the place filled with 
too many pleasant, therefore painful, memories. 

"To rid the world of gays," cried the drag queen at the nightclub on that evening when 
Madonna's long ago released and controversial "Erotica" song was playing. There was a rumor in 
the bar that Madonna would be arriving with her entourage very soon, so the disc jockey had 
decided to do her the honor of playing her music, which was not as outdated as one might 
imagine it might be in the twenty first century. "That's right," continued the drag queen, "it 
started as a conspiracy to wipe out the homosexual race, but it could not be controlled like they 
thought and it soon spread into the precious heterosexual community," claimed the drag queen in 
question, just as a wrinkle free Madonna made a spectacular entrance, and in all her glory and 
fame she flamboyantly found her way directly across the dance floor. She was divinity itself. A 
living legend. "She's as old as the Hollywood hills, but she's still as breathtaking and as 


glamorous as ever," the drag queen declared. 

Almost a year after Douglas's death, David had still not recovered completely. He continued 
to take refuge in his Los Angeles! apartment. He commiserated over the loss of his true love, 
while cursing the epidemic that was still ravaging the human race and which he was living in 
constant fear of. The cure of the crimson color clover had still not been discovered, and 
furthermore, to everyone the world over it seemed like no cure could ever be found. David was 
very despondent indeed. On several occasions he seriously considered throwing himself off a 
high building or some such place of peril as a way of joining Douglas in the hereafter, of which 
David was a firm believer. Only days after Douglas's death he had confessed his fears to a friend 
about the possibility of his being HIV positive as well. 

"What are you going to do?" asked his concerned friend. 

David listlessly replied, "Get tested, I suppose. What else can I do? I just don't know how I 
can go on without him. I already miss him so much. He was the best thing that ever happened to 
me. Oh, how could he have been taken away from me?" he cried out in agony, as his eyes 
frantically roamed around the room viewing all of Douglas's possessions. 

"What do you want?" his friend, taking hold of his hand, asked solicitously, for he thought 
that David was searching for something in particular. 

David, with hatred burning in his eyes, coldly replied. "A loaded revolver aimed at the roof 
of my mouth..." Then he paused whereupon he emphatically and brutally added as an 
afterthought, "And, the courage to pull the trigger!" 

"Your cigarettes, or a cure for AIDS would have been a more appropriate reply," his friend 
did not fail to inform him, for again this was before the cure was discovered. Then David's friend 
felt obliged to add an afterthought of his own, "Dying is easy, David. Everybody does it, 
eventually," his friend declared with a great deal of dramatic zeal, since he was after all an 
aspiring actor. "It's not something that one has to strife towards. No goal need be set. One only 
has to wait for the inevitable. It's living that's hard. It's going on day after day that sometimes 
takes tremendous courage. It's the fear of death that's difficult to endure. Our imaginations make 
far too much of it. Dying itself is the easiest thing in the world. All you have to do is let go." 

David's parents wanted him to go, though certainly not to his grave or into the Great Beyond. 
They wanted him to leave Los Angeles. "Come back to Ireland," they pleaded during a lengthy 
long distance phone call with their son, who seemed so distraught to them they considered 
returning to Los Angeles for an extended stay. 

"I'll think about it," David replied and in fact he had been thinking about going back to 
Ireland for several months now. The longer he lived in Los Angeles the less he liked the city and 
all the heartache it had to offer him. The one year anniversary of Douglas's death was only a few 
days away and he dreaded it more than he dreaded discovering the disease within himself. 
David's memories of Ireland, however, were all fond, and the vast majority of his childhood 
friends were still living there his parents duly informed him every chance they could. "Clover is 
leaving, though," they presently told him. David knew his mother was on the phone in the pantry, 
while his father was probably using the extension in his study. It made talking to one about the 
other impossible. Several times they spoke concurrently, and often they even said the same thing. 

"Who?" David asked, for as usual he was not paying attention. 

"Cover O'Gotten. You went to school together. He's a few years younger than you. You were 
in different grades. He came over to the house for dinner once, remember?" 

"Oh yeah, the good-looking blond kid. How is he? You say he's leaving, hey?" 


"He's moving to Los Angeles," his father answered. "He phoned us a few days ago asking for 
your number. We didn't think you'd mind, so we gave it to him." 

"That's fine. I'm looking forward to hearing from him. He always swore he was going to get 
out of Ireland," David replied absentmindedly. He had begun to stare at a photograph of Douglas 
in a bathing suit taken on Waikiki beach. It was the first day of their honeymoon, the happiest 
days of David's life. 

"You heard what happened to Clover's parents, didn't you?" his mother asked. 

"I don't think so. I've got to go, now. I'll let you know soon what I've decided," David said. 

"We'd really like for you to come home," they both said. 

"I know you would. I'm just not sure what I want to do," David replied. 

This phone call from his parents, and his subsequent decision to stay in Los Angeles, was 
just prior to a production put on by the Gay Men's Theater in which David had promised his actor 
friend to help with the scenery set up. Forgetting that he had given his word to "lend a hand" he 
had to postpone his plans to take a short vacation to the Grand Canyon in memory of his 
husband. It was a charity performance put on for AIDS research. The money would go towards 
finding a cure, which is why he had been unable to refuse in the first place, and why he was now 
also unable to renege on his promise. They were doing a reproduction of the play Peter Pan in 
which David's friend appeared in the lead role. As it turned out going to the Grand Canyon in 
time for the anniversary of Douglas's death became completely impossible, for incredulously 
David was quite suddenly committed to attend another funeral. Peter Pan, David's friend, fell 
very near the end of the play when the cord carrying him across the stage broke and subsequently 
the cerebral cord in Peter Pan's neck was severed. "You see, didn't I tell you," said David's friend 
in a spasm just seconds before he was seized on the stage by death itself, "dying is easy." 


"Is this going to be a depressing story?" Joseph asked dishearteningly. 

"Depressing? How could anything be more depressing than our present predicament? Have 
you forgotten that we're here to shoot ourselves in the head. I swear, sometimes Joseph you're 
like an ostrich with it's head stuck in the sand." 

"That's not my point." 

"What is?" 

Joseph was not sure, so it took him several moments before he was able to articulate his 
feelings. "Well, if we were at home renting a movie from the video store I'd be in the mood for a 
comedy not something tragic." 

"Sorry, but when I wrote the book I didn't know that I'd be reading it at sea on the eve of our 
death and that you'd be in the mood for something insouciant like slapstick." 

"Also, you know how much I hate to confront things." 

"You're going to be forced to so very soon," John said. 

"That may be, but not everybody can stand in front of an oncoming train with their eyes wide 
open like you can. You've always been able to face things head on. I guess you're just stronger 
than me." 

"No I'm not. We're just different. We approach things differently. I can remember some 
pretty tough situations where you rose to the occasion like a lion." 

"What about you. I remember when we were staying at that hotel in Califomia and some 
giant football player or some such creature attacked you right outside our door. He could tell you 


were gay." 

"No, he assumed I was gay, though I admit I was wearing quite a few earrings and bracelets 
at the time. I was going through my Madonna phase." 

"You looked like atacky drag queen with your black nail polish and your mascara. I'll 
always remember though the way he punched you in the face about five times before you finally 
fell down. Then while you were lying on the ground he kicked you, as though you were a foot 
ball on the forty yard line." 

"And he kept on kicking me." 

"I've never seen anybody take a beating like that. I was going to bash him over the head with 
our ghetto- blaster, because it was the only thing in the hotel room that I could use as weapon, 
but he was holding the hotel room door closed with one hand. That's how big and strong he was." 

"You make it sound like you were turned on?" 

"Well, he was a natural blond, and what with his California tan and all those muscles 
rippling with rage." 

"Yeah, he was pretty hot. I wonder where he is now? Or what he's doing? Or if he ever 
thinks about me while he's masturbating?" 

"He's probably out of the closet getting a blow- job by a man even bigger and better looking 
than him." 

"Now that is depressing. The abuse that I took from that man and he has the gall to give 
himself to another," John joked. "My face was swollen for a week afterwards. That was the first 
time I'd ever been the victim of a violent crime," he said with a more serious tone of voice. "Oh, 
there were those pimps in Calgary, Alberta that gave me a bit of a beating, but I mouthed back to 
them when they threatened one of the transvestites that was working the street, so it could be 
expected. And then there were those two fag-beaters who attacked me, but again I was standing 
on a notorious street corner working, so it was also to be expected. Just like the two guys that 
picked me up in a station wagon." 

"What two guys in a station wagon? I don't remember ever hearing about them?" 

"One of them was hiding in back under a blanket. It was my own fault. I should have 
checked the car before getting in, but I was green, I'd only been working the street for a month or 
two at the time. Anyway, the guy hiding in back jumped me right after I got into the car. I 
managed to fight him off with one hand, while opening the passenger door with my other. I fell 
out of the car, but fortunately the driver wasn't going very fast." 

"People are stupid and mean. I'm glad were going to die. It's one way of getting away from 
everybody," Joseph said. 

"I know what you mean, but they were just a couple of high school kids out in their mother's 
car. I agree they were stupid and mean, but mostly they were afraid. Most homophobic people are 
afraid of their own feelings." 

"I've heard that before and I don't buy it. They're just hateful human beings," Joseph stated. 

"You're probably right, because I remember getting beaten by a gang of young guys in 
Toronto. There was six of them, so I doubt very much that they were all latent homosexuals 
suffering from guilt and fear. They were just a bunch of bullies who saw me working the corner 
and decided to express their evils natures by throwing rocks at me. I didn't help the situation any 
by throwing rocks right back at them, but at least they didn't all gang up on me at once. They sort 
of took turns. Anyway, enough talk about all that. I really am getting depressed." 

"It's almost dark. I don't believe we're at sea in a little row boat at night. It's more frightening 


than I thought it would be," Joseph stated as he scanned the sea with his one eye. 

"Are you scared?" 

"A little. Are you?" Joseph asked. 

"I suppose, but I'd be more afraid if we were in the Pacific or the Atlantic ocean. The 
Caribbean is usually calm. There's less chance that a whale or a wave will capsize the boat." 

"I can't believe there was a tropical storm warning this morning and you didn't tell me." 

"I didn't want to postpone our plan another day, and I figured if we did get caught in the 
middle of a storm we could either just shoot ourselves immediately or let the sea take care of us." 
It had been Joseph's idea to use shotguns. John had never really been partial to shooting 

himself, and had he been committing suicide alone he would never have chosen a gun to kill 
himself with except as a last resort, or if he had absolutely no other means. He was more of an 
overdose kind of guy. "That takes so long, and I don't want to be stoned on barbiturates when I 
walk through the pearly gates of heaven," Joseph had said. 

"You'd rather have a hole in the back of your head?" 

"If we take an overdose somebody could find us before we're dead. We'll wake up in the 
midst of having our stomachs pumped in some South American hospital." 

"You're right. We could drift at sea for hours unconscious until some ship sees us. No, you're 
right it's the best way of being absolutely certain we're dead." 

It had never occurred to them that their bodies would have to be returned to Canada, and that 
someone presumably a family member would have to fly down to the Cayman Islands to retrieve 
their corpses. The only preparations John had made in regards to his death was the will he had 
drawn to ensure that any possible royalties from his novels would go directly to his mother, to his 
brother, and to his sister. John had not seen his sister for several years, so Joseph was presently 
rather surprised to hear that he had left her in his will, for he had heard the story of how: "After 
she got married to that rich slum landlord and had kids she changed into someone I don't respect. 
When she was told by our mother that I had AIDS she was not only ignorant enough to think that 
she and her children could catch it, she said that I could not see my nephews. "What will I tell 
them after he's dead?' was her excuse. How about the truth? I would have told her if I had been 
speaking to her at the time. As it was, I was already fed up with her because of her small-minded 
petty personality. She disgusts me almost as much as her despicable husband, who physically 
assaulted me, and then lied to the police after telling me that very same day how he never lies. 
He's a hypocrite and she's the wife of one, which makes her a hypocrite as well. Ha. Ha. Ha," 
John had said many times to Joseph, who's opinion of John's sister was on par. "I'm not close to 
my brother either, but he's not an ignoramus, nor has he ever disappointed me to the degree that 
my sister has. I swear if I were to have seen her anytime within the past year I'd have... I don't 
know what I would have done, but it would not have been a scene suitable for the Family 
Channel. I warned my mother to keep her away from my funeral or else I'd find a way to rise 
from the dead and knock her down to size. Damn her, and damn the doctrine of finding 
forgiveness on one's death bed for thy enemies." 

"It's not that I disagree. Ive met your sister, but family is important," Joseph had pointed out. 

"I'm not the one that began feud, and I even apologized over the phone when they were the 
ones who should have been apologizing, which they never have. Besides, blood has absolutely 
nothing to do with loyalty or love. She is only my half sister, anyway. Her and my brother have a 
different father from me. I'm actually an only child." 

"What made you change your mind about putting your sister in your will?" Joseph asked 


now on the boat. 

"I realized that I was wrong. It was a misunderstanding, She is not quite the monster that I 
imagined her to be. It's her husband that deserves to be hated. At least that's what I kept telling 
myself, because I needed another beneficiary to insure the well-being of my books. Ha. Ha. Ha." 

"When was the last time you saw your stepfather?" Joseph asked. 

"Ten years ago. And he's another person that I'm unwilling to forgive." 

"What about your biological father?" 

"I was twenty years old before I met him. We're not that close, and we don't have much in 
common." 

Unlike John's family, Joseph's family had been uninformed about his illness until only a few 
weeks ago when he had called his mother collect from the Cayman Islands. Naturally, she was 
extremely upset to learn that Joseph was dying, and she had pleaded with her son to return home. 
Joseph had tried his best to calm her down, but how can one pacify a mother who has just been 
informed of her son's impending death. "AIDS?" his mother had cried. "Yes, but I'm fine. Well, 
actually I'm not, but don't worry, me and John are going to commit euthanasia ourselves. Calm 
down. Please, calm down. It's for the best. The quality of our lives is not worth living. I know 
you'll miss me, but there's nothing that I can do about it. I'll be dead in a matter of a few weeks 
anyway. No, I can't come back. There's too much discrimination in this society to go out into the 
world looking like an AIDS victim. All I can do is suffer inside a hospital and wait for this 
disease to finish me off. Besides, I don't want my last breath to be taken in a hospital room. This 
is much better. I feel free. I feel like I still have some control over my life. I know it's difficult for 
you, but maybe now when it's your turn to die you won't have to be afraid, because I'll be waiting 
for you. I'll always be with you. Good-bye." 

"What is it?" John asked alarmed, for the expression on his friends face said that he was 
suddenly in a great deal of pain. 

"Nothing. I'm fine. I was just thinking about my mother, and how much this is going to hurt 
her." 

"She'll be all right." 

"How do we know?" 

"They have to be," John replied. 

"Why don't you light the candle?" Joseph said, for the sun was almost entirely gone, and 
although a full moon was beginning to rise on the horizon there was no longer enough light in the 
sky for John to continue reading. Neither one of them had noticed how beautiful the sun set had 
been less than an hour ago. John had been too busy reading, and Joseph had been watching him 
intently with his one eye. Oftentimes, during the previous chapter, Joseph had closed his eye and 
had listened to his reader in total darkness. Periodically his thoughts had wandered. He had 
begun wondering what death would be like. He was mainly concerned about whether it would be 
total and eternal darkness? No closer to knowing the truth he would open his eye, see what little 
light he could, and would have to ask John to repeat a portion of the story. 

"Pay attention," John would say impatiently, but then he would go back to reread the part 
that Joseph had not heard. He did not mind, for there were moments when John's mind would 
wander as well, whereupon he would envision himself reading his book to crowds of people that 
were incessantly applauding his writing. 

"That's a good idea," John presently replied in response to Joseph's suggestion to light the 
candle. Reaching into the satchel John took out the candle they had remember at the last minute 


to bring along. It was a big slow burning one that, like the shotguns, and the Vodka, they had 
bought specifically for this occasion. "There's still no breeze, so it should stay lit," John said. 
"Here, do you want some potato chips?" 

Joseph took the bag of chips, ripped them open, and began eating them as though they were 
his last meal, which they were, for the bag of potato chips was all that remained of the food that 
they had brought with them. "I don't know why, but these chips taste especially good." 

"Maybe, it's because they're part of your last supper." 

"Well, I'm probably prejudiced because I'm a vegetarian, but I'd rather sacrifice some potato 
chips than an innocent little lamb or whatever it was they ate back then. I'm not even sure what 
the meaning of the last supper was. Did they all perish when it was done like we're going to?" 

"They broke bread and drank wine, which was supposed to represent the body and the blood 
of Christ." 

"T've never read much of the Bible, because most of what I've heard is rubbish. Some of the 
things that Jesus supposedly said are pretty ok. Things like love your fellow man" and "turn the 
other cheek." But, it seems to me that the vast majority of it was written by a bunch of misogynist 
old men. And throughout history there's been so much bloodshed over that one book that, if you 
ask me, should have been banned or burned ages ago. I wonder what time it is?" Joseph asked 
after he had finished sharing his opinion of the Bible with John, whose opinion was very much 
the same. John, however, did not agree that the Bible should have been burned or banned, he did 
believe that the word of God was no where within it's pages, and that it should not be used as a 
holy reference for religious fanatics, but instead should be regarded as a storybook. 

"I don't know," John replied. "I thought about bringing our alarm clock since neither one of 
us wear watches, but then I decided there was no point. Time is no longer important to us. I'd say 
it's about nine o'clock." He picked up the second chapter to read, yet before he began he asked, 
"Are you sure you want me to go on?" 

"Of course," Joseph replied. "Just let me get comfortable first," he added. Then by covering 
himself in a blanket, by stretching out on the bottom of the boat, and by using one of the two life 
preservers as a pillow, he made himself as comfortable as he possible could. 

John set the candle on the wooden seat between them, and then he also laid down on the 
bottom of the boat. Upon taking the other life preserver to use as a pillow, he shook his head, 
laughed, and said in reference to the life preservers, "I don't know why you insisted on bringing 
these. It will take more than a pair of life preservers to keep us alive." 

"I'm ready," Joseph interrupted. "Shut up and read." 


Four Leafed Clover 

Shamrock City is situated on the western coast of Ireland near an ocean inlet. It has a 
beautiful bay, a deep harbor for shipping, and a shoreline stretching on either side of Shamrock 
City that is extremely rocky for a hundred miles in both directions. The dangerously high cliffs, 
which were constructed over the course of time by the continual tide and the ocean waves, are the 
main attraction for many of the sightseers who come from afar each summer with their cameras. 
It is here where our main character Clarence Clover O'Gotten lives. All his life, though, Clover 
has longed to live across the Atlantic Ocean in the United States of America. "I would kill to get 


of this God forsaken island with all it's religious racial turmoil and it's social unrest," Clover has 
been known to say for as long those who know him can remember. 

He has always been called Clover by his friends and family, and it is no coincidence that he 
was named such and lives in Shamrock City. Since Clover was born twenty years ago and the 
town was named Shamrock by it's founders fifty years ago one can only assume that it was his 
parents deliberate intention to name their son after the town, or quite possibly in honor of the 
Irish emblem. Yet, since his parents are no longer alive it is impossible now to ever know for 
sure why they chose such an unusual name for their only child. 

Shamrock City is a self-proclaimed haven made up of residents seeking relieve from the rest 
of Ireland. It consists of a happy mixture of people who have prayed all of their lives for peace, 
and for an end to the bloodshed. Fifty years ago, however, it was an appropriate name for the 
small town being built as it was amidst the vast fields of clover. It was perhaps also a prophetic 
naming, for, like clover spreading across a field for as far as the eye can see, the small town of 
Shamrock grew rapidly, until finally they became numerous enough for Shamrock to be called a 
city. Shamrock City, according the city's extremely conscientious census board, is in possession 
of precisely one million inhabitants. A former Mayor of Shamrock City passed a by-law at the 
turn of the twenty first century stating that everyone moving out of, or into, Shamrock City is 
required to sign either in or out. And though a million inhabitants gathered into one place make a 
metropolis, with all the inherent pitfalls which that word in itself brings to mind, such a noise and 
air pollution, traffic jams, and pedestrian strewn sidewalks, in certain sections of the city, such as 
Cloverleaf park in the downtown core, suburban lawns, and in all the rural areas surrounding 
Shamrock City, Clover can still be seen growing abundantly. In mid summer when it is in bloom 
the sweet aroma of the crimson colored flowers can be smelled for many miles around. 

Whatever the exact reasoning behind the O'Gotten's decision to call their first and 
subsequently only child, be it a boy or a girl, Clover, Clover's parents were very particular when 
they chose his name. When Mrs. O'Gotten was only in her second semester of pregnancy the 
debate began, and it took until a week before deliver for them to decide. Since it was a boy, and 
one weighing nine an a half pounds, that Francis O'Gotten gave birth to, her husband Grady felt 
that adding a more masculine name might be an appropriate thing to do, so they christened him 
Clarence Clover O'Gotten. 

Clover was charming to both look at and be with all throughout his childhood. His 
adolescent years were equally a privilege for those around him. By the time he was seventeen he 
was an extremely handsome young man with short blond hair and bright blue eyes. It was his 
smile, however, that best displayed not only his captivating beauty, a sparkling set of perfectly 
contoured teeth, but an innocence not often seen in a teenager of the twenty first century. He had 
always been an active sort, so his body was well developed as well. His build was large, yet in 
perfect proportion. He excelled in sports, and he was an excellent student, but he was certainly 
not the teacher's pet. Nearly everyone who knew him liked him. He possessed a gentle manner 
and he listened more than he talked. A trait that he had inherited from neither of his parents, for 
they were both considered to be "a pair of chatterboxes." There was nothing that Grady O'Gotten 
loved more than to sit with his friends for hours at a time in his favorite pub drinking Irish 
Whiskey and telling stories, particularly tales involving Irish folklore. Francis O'Gotten was not 
much of a story teller, but she was a great gossip, who could be counted on to always be the first 
with the latest bit of neighborhood news. 

The O'Gotten's, up until the day of their untimely death, lived on the outskirts of Shamrock 


City, yet they were well within the perimeters of the city limits to be part of the population that 
makes up the one million residents. Of course now, as a result of the O'Gotten's death, there are 
only 999,998 people living in Shamrock City unless of course someone forgot, or chose for some 
nefarious reason, not to sign in or out. The reason for there being such a strict census of the 
people was that every citizen of Shamrock City when signing in had to solemnly swear under 
oath that he was not a member or affiliated in any way with the Irish Republican Army. 
Protestant citizens had to swear that they would be entirely tolerant of their Catholic neighbors, 
while Catholic citizens had to swear the same about their Protestant neighbors. Shamrock City 
tolerated no prejudice amongst it's people. Many of the new residents when arriving in Shamrock 
carried all of their prejudices with them like extra pieces of luggage, but because the atmosphere 
in Shamrock City was one of such tolerance and understanding, these old prejudices were put 
away and eventually forgotten. 

Clover, however, had a different opinion about his hometown. He saw Shamrock City asa 
shame. It seemed to him that although everyone was forced by law to be silent about their beliefs, 
beneath this deceptive surface Shamrock was full of political shenanigans. The children of 
Shamrock City were less silent in public than their parents, who were afraid to stir up trouble. 
Living in the country just outside of the city, as it were, Clover had been required to take a school 
bus all during his education. It was not far, yet everyday he dreaded the trip. He was not teased 
like some of the more unfortunate ones, but the school bus driver was old and was unable to 
exert any discipline over the unruly students. It was chaos to and from school every day between 
the Catholic and the Protestant children. Clover was wise enough to know that it had to be their 
parents that were filling their heads at home with such hatred. Everyone here was a hypocrite, he 
decided, so he dreamed about going to the University of Califomia to study acting, but upon 
graduating with honors from Shamrock City High at the age of eighteen Clover was informed by 
his father that he would be staying home to help on the farm that he would one day inherit. "If 
time's were better," his father suggested. "Then perhaps the University of California would not be 
out of the question." 

His parents, prior to their tragic death, had been sheep farmers. Clover, though he had been 
surrounded by sheep all his life, hated the animals to an almost abnormal degree. He hated the 
smell of sheep. He hated the way they baaed in the mid afternoon and in the middle of the night 
when there was a wolf nearby. He hated the very idea that one day he would become "a stinking 
shepherd," and he hated everyone of his wool sweaters of which he had many. He desperately 
wanted his parents to sell the farm, and he did everything within his power to convince them to 
do so when Shamrock City industrialists made them a generous offer. Of course they refused, for 
the farm had been in the O'Gotten family for five generations. "I don't care how much they're 
offering," Clover's father firmly stated with one of his stubborn stares. "It would be a sacrilege 
for me to sell what my forefathers worked so hard to build." 

"Times are changing, pop. We could move to America," Clover tried in vain. 

"You and your bloody America. If you think things are any better over there, my boy, you 
just go and find out for yourself. You'll see soon enough that things are tough all over the world," 
his father told him. Still, the powerful people from the city, who wanted to build condominiums 
on the O'Gotten's land continued to put pressure on him. "Greedy bastards," Grady snarled one 
day when the factory that had been buying his wool for five generations said they had found 
another supplier. "It's those condominium people, Francis." 

"What are we going to do?" she asked, her voice full of concern for the farm and the 


well-being of her family. 

"Don't you worry your head none. If those capitalist creatures want to play dirty, I'll do the 
same," he declared, though at the time he had no idea what he was going to do. "I can fight with 
the best of them," he added to make his declaration sound more convincing. "It's time to herd up 
the sheep, where's Clover?" 

"He's up in his room reading," Mrs. O'Gotten replied. 

"Reading? He's finished school. He'd make himself more useful if he was out in the barn 
shoveling up all that sheep shit, so that we can sell it for fertilizer." 

At this very moment, however, Clover himself is in the process of signing the legal 
documents that his parents spent their remaining days on earth refusing to sign. He does not share 
his father's sentimental feelings for the farm or for his struggling ancestors. Clover wants to go to 
the United States, or to more clearly pin point his desired destination, he is going to Hollywood, 
California. He wants to become a living legend while still in his twenties. He has a little less than 
ten years to achieve this intangible goal, for soon he will be celebrating his twenty first birthday. 
He remembers how he celebrated his twentieth birthday by himself, though it could hardly be 
called a celebration of any kind, since it came about only a few days after his parents 
simultaneous deaths. Since Clover has never made it a secret about how desperate he is to get out 
of Ireland and ultimately onto the silver screen, a question arose amongst many of the residents 
of Shamrock City right after the O'Gotten's were murdered, "Did Clover kill to get off the 
island?" 

Not long after the double homicide, Clover inherited the farm that he has just finished selling 
for a substantial sum. If he wished to he would never have to work a day in his life. Of the fifteen 
hundred acres of farmland unfortunately only a thousand acres is ready for building. The 
remaining five hundred acres is covered in bogs, sedges, rushes, and ferns, all make up the 
remainder, which decreased the value of the property some, but there were already contractors 
filling in those five hundred acres with landfill. A view of the Atlantic ocean and a large fresh 
water lake on the other hand, increased it's worth manyfold. Both picturesque bodies of water can 
be clearly seen from the old stone manor farmhouse that Clover will not miss. He has been told 
that it will be torn down to make room for the hotel, but not until long after he has gone. And 
though he has spent the entirety of his twenty years on earth living in the house he has no regrets 
about leaving it to a bulldozer. His only regret is that he has had to spend twenty years in "this 
God forsaken land," as Clover is inclined to call it. 

Although he is well liked by everyone Clover has very few friends, and not one that he 
considers a confidant. He has never had a girlfriend, nor has he ever had any desire to have one. 
He used to dream about having sex with several of his male classmates, but the only time he ever 
approached one of the subjects of his heart's desire he was severely ridiculed. The young man in 
question had no desire whatsoever to have sex with the same gender, so thereafter Clover kept 
his inclinations a secret. The incident was soon forgotten, or more probably it was put off as a 
pubescent passing, since Clover was only fourteen at the time. Having no social life to speak of 
has never bothered Clover in the least. All through highschool he was content to spend his time 
studying classical literature, plays, poetry, and upon occasion he would tackle some lengthy 
literary novel. Just recently he had finally finished reading Dostoevsky's Crime and Punishment. 
It was the book he had been reading on the day when his father was informed that the factory had 
found another supplier and thereafter had gone into Clover's room to inform him that: "It's time 
to herd the sheep!" It was also the day that his father and mother had both been murdered. Setting 


aside the ghastly sight of their blood-soaked bodies it was the harrowing events of the following 
day, however, that remain most vividly in Clover's mind. The day the homicide detective, who 
had known the O'Gotten family for several years, began looking at him suspiciously. Then the 
detective thought it befitting, because of the way Clover kept bursting into tears, to ask, "Do you 
still want to be an actor, Clover?" 

"Yes, sir," he stammered. 

"You wouldn't be putting on an act right now, would you?" 

Everyone knew that Clover wanted to be an actor. Acting was his life's ambition. Almost 
daily he dreamed about Hollywood. From the time he awoke until he went to sleep he fantasized 
about being in the limelight of Hollywood. About being the toast of Tinseltown. He bought fan 
magazines as fast as they came into circulation so that he could voraciously read about American 
movie stars. The beautiful and brilliant Barbra Streisand. The amazing and magnificent 
Madonna. The charismatic and incredible Kyle Reeves. The lovely and talented Jodie Foster. The 
divine and vivacious Bette Midler. It might be added that, in Clover's opinion, every one of the 
former adjectives just used could be applied to describe anyone of the movie stars just 
mentioned. Every day Clover vowed to himself aloud with his thick Irish brogue, "One day I will 
make a movie with Madonna or with Kyle Reeves." Kyle Reeves, a reclusive gay male actor, 
who had only made one film, albeit extremely successful critically and commercially, was the 
only male movie star that Clover could call himself a fan of, for Clover had always had an 
affinity for strong women in films. Female stars of the silver screen, and singers such as Ireland's 
own Sinead O'Connor, had for as long as he could remember been an attraction for him. Seeing 
the films of his favorite female super stars was Clover's only source of true pleasure. He avoided 
all the male dominated big box office action flicks that most young men are drawn towards. With 
the exception of Kyle Reeves, who was probably the only openly gay big box office American 
movie star even in the enlightened year 2000 and some, Clover felt that he had more in common 
with the women of Hollywood. The few male actors whose talents he did appreciate, he 
suspected were all in the closet to some degree or another, and therefore he did not respect them. 
Clover was not in the closet. At least he would not be the moment he got to America, he told 
himself. Clover was very comfortable with his sexuality. But unlike Barbra, or Kyle, or 
Madonna, or the David O'Casey's of this world, or countless other individuals, Clover was not 
looking for love. Love is the last thing on his heart's agenda, nor is he in any way open to the 
possibility of ever being in any sort of relationship. "Unless of course there is something to be 
gained in regards to my acting career," Clover confessed once several years ago to the O'Casey' 
boy before he left for America. Clover, however, had always been very careful to keep this side 
of himself away from public scrutiny, for there was no reason for him to show his ambitious 
nature in Shamrock City. His mother had seen, however, how ambitious her son was, and she 
even suspected how far he might go to get what he wanted. "Don't be so mercenary," she had told 
him after being badgered by him for days in an effort to get her to convince his father to sell their 
"stinking" land. Now calling Clover mercenary without more evidence might be too harsh a 
description for his character, and to say that he is a callous cold-hearted egomaniac who will do 
anything to get what he wants might be a tad too critical as well. But, behind his friendly facade 
and handsome face there most definitely is an heart throbbing for fame and fortune and for the 
finer things in life. 

So now with his parents in their freshly dug graves there is nothing to keep him here in his 
homeland. No family, no friends, and furthermore, he now has the funds required for him to 


leave, not as a struggling poverty stricken immigrant with stars in his eyes, but in luxury, like an 
idiom of his name of which he is so fond of reading in Webster's Dictionary: "in clover, living a 
life of luxury." When at last the time comes for him to leave on his trip abroad, he packs only a 
few personal belongings. The furniture in the house had been sold separately and had gained him 
an impressive amount, for many of his mother's possessions had been valuable antiques. The 
sheep had been sold long ago to a slaughterhouse for half their worth. Clover did not care, as he 
was only too anxious to get rid of the whole flock. It might be noted that on the day of his 
departure he did not pack a single photograph of his parents or for that matter anything which 
might remind him of his homeland. With a small suitcase in hand he had the appearance of a 
person fleeing. He left the house in such a hurry he failed to lock the front door behind him and 
he raced through the front yard without once looking back, which brings us to the present day, to 
that point in time that you have been told is the year 2000 and some. 

A neighbor from a nearby farm is nice enough it would seem to drive Clover to the 
Shamrock City airport. It is on the other side of the city, and it so happens it is Saint Patrick's 
Day, so driving through Shamrock City they have to bypass the parade in progress honoring the 
patron saint. People are drinking on the streets in celebration. There is shouting and cheering and 
revelling all around. Against his will this joyous occasion reminds Clover that it was exactly one 
year ago today when his parents were brutally murdered. "It's a disgrace that I've had to wait that 
long for the money," he thinks to himself, as he shifts his weight from side to side. He is sitting 
in the front of his neighbors pick-up truck. The foreclosure on the sale of the land took forever, 
and he had to wait for their estate to clear, which seemed to take an eternity. He was their sole 
beneficiary, being that he has no brothers or sisters, but because of the circumstances surrounding 
their death the courts had declared a six month hold on their estate during which time the police 
had been unable to come up with enough evidence to press charges. The parade and the 
anniversary of his parents death also remind him that in two days he will be twenty one. He 
makes plans to celebrate his twenty first birthday in New York City. He looks at his airline ticket 
that he is holding onto firmly. A first class ticket to America. Nothing but the best for Clover. 
"Well, Hollywood awaits. Your dream is about to come true," he tells himself with total 
conviction. What he will do in Tinseltown to procure his life long dream of becoming a movie 
star he does not know at present. Going to the University of California to study acting had only 
been a ruse to get his father to pay for the trip. Clover is far too impatient to spend anymore time 
in school. He will learn his craft firsthand in front of a camera. No doubt he will begin to think 
about the finer details of fulfilling his dream on the plane. He will think about many things 
during the nine hour flight, like how much he hates heights for one; and while flying high over 
the Atlantic ocean he does not allow himself to dwell on the police interrogation that followed 
the death of his parents, nor does he think about the newspapers, who decided he was guilty of 
both patricide and matricide, nor will he allow himself to recall the savage manner in which his 
mother and father were murdered while asleep in their bedroom. By the time he lands at New 
York's Kennedy Airport he will have willed himself once again to stop thinking about the shot 
gun blasts that killed them almost instantly. Still, on the plane he can not help being covered in a 
cold sweat when he recalls with a shudder. "Are you saying that I'm a suspect?" 

"There were no signs of a struggle?" 

"They were sleeping," Clover replied to the police who were interrogating him. 

"You're father's wallet and your mother's purse were not taken. None of their jewelry was 
touched. Watches, rings, a diamond broach were all right out in the open where they left them. 


Robbery was not the motive. Furthermore, son, you claim you were sleeping at the time of the 
shootings." 

"My bedroom is in the opposite end of the house, and I'm a sound sleeper." 

"But, still, two sawed-off shotgun blasts are ex tremely loud?" 

"I didn't hear a thing. I didn't know they were dead until the following morning when I went 
into their bedroom to see why they weren't up." 


"And you have no idea who would want to harm your parents?" 

"No," Clover replied. "Maybe it was the people who wanted to buy their land?" he suggested 
as an afterthought. 

Peering out the small plane window, he is trying to force himself to forget once and for all 
about his past, when he sights for the first time in his life the spectacular skyline of New York 
City. The Statue of Liberty, the twin towers of the World Trade Center, and the Empire State 
Building all stare back at him invitingly. "Ah, I'm here at last," he says to himself amidst a sigh of 
relief. Not long after the plane is making a rapid descent down onto the runway. Clover's grip 
tightens on his arm rest. He had never flown before, so until now he had no idea how fearful he 
was of flying. When the wheels touched down on the runway he breathed another sigh of relief. 
No sooner have his feet touched American soil when he suddenly realizes he forgot to sign out of 
Shamrock City, that is now in possession of one less citizen. 

At length he finds himself surrounded by people in the downtown core of a city that is many 
times the size of Shamrock. Yet, like a little boy let loose in a toy store he strolls up and down 
Fifth Avenue in awe. Here, he is so charming that no New Yorker would ever suspect by looking 
at his blue eyes, blond hair, and handsome face, or by his innocent sounding Irish brogue, that he 
is suspected by some to be a heartless killer. Many belief it is highly possible, like the homicide 
detective still investigating the O'Gotten' murders. "There's something about that Clover 
O'Gotten that isn't quite right. I can't put my finger on it, and we've got nothing to go on, not even 
any circumstantial evidence. We've got more than a million dollars worth of motive, but no 
weapon," the detective said to one of his colleagues. 

"There were no powder burns on his hands?" his colleague asked. 

"No, that was the first thing we checked. So, he was either wearing gloves, or he had 
someone else do the shooting. Anyway, I can't hold him. I've got no case." 

"No, but I know you and if there's anything to find, you'll find it." 

"I think you're over estimating my abilities," the detective replied. 

"Do you think it's possible that he had an accomplice?" 

"Sure, it's possible, but I don't think he did. From what I can gather he doesn't have any close 
friends. Everyone who knows him likes him, but he has a reputation for being a real loner." 

"Well, maybe the O'Gotten boy didn't do it?" 

"I don't know. There's something about this Clover character that makes my skin crawl, but I 
could be wrong," the detective added, although he could be right, because at this point no one but 
Clover's parents and their killer knows the truth. All that is known for sure by the people of 
Shamrock City about Clover O'Gotten is that he is gone, and in the minds of many this more than 
anything else makes him guilty. 

Sightseeing for two days in Manhattan is stimulating enough to make Clover forget all about 
the suspicions hanging over his head in his homeland. After boarding another plane, less fearfully 
than before, Clover flies first class to Los Angeles, where he spends his first week in California 


at a luxurious hotel in Beverly Hills. It is here by the pool where Clover meets his idol 
international film star Kyle Reeves. "It is time to turn over a new leaf," Clover says to himself 
with a clever grin that was not given to him by any God cruel or otherwise. Meeting Kyle Reeves 
so quickly was, however, a sure sign of just how lucky Clover is and always had been, as though, 
like his name, he were a lucky clover with four leaves. Lastly, though, it is safe to say that no 
ones luck can last forever. 

"Ain't that the truth," Joseph commented cynically in regards to the fact that no ones luck can 
last forever. 

As soon as John had finished reading the second chapter of his novel he put the remaining 
manuscript down on the seat next to the candle. He poured them both another drink, and although 
together they had quit smoking some time ago, he surreptitiously lit two Marlboro Lights and 
passed one to his friend. "Surprise," he said when Joseph finally saw with his one eye the 
cigarette. Until just then he had been looking with his favorable eye over the edge of the boat 
directly into the water at a small tropical fish that had been swimming near the surface. "You 
bought cigarettes?" 

"I thought the condemned men might want a smoke. And I don't suppose it will do us any 
harm now. Any other last requests?" he kidded. 

"Yeah, I'd like to spend the night, the entire night, with my first love." 

"Who wouldn't?" John said, for he too would like nothing better than to make his last night 
on earth a memorable one, which it would most definitely be if he could have spent it in the arms 
of his first love. 

Unaccustomed to the smoke Joseph coughed and continued to do so for quite some time. It 
did not help any that his lungs were invariably weak. On two occasions he had been hospitalized 
with pneumonia. The second time he had not been expected to survive. John had spent two days 
by his bedside waiting for him to come out of a coma. When he finally did regain consciousness 
they swore to each other that that would be there last stay in a hospital. John also choked on the 
smoke, but more because the glands in his throat were swollen as a result of the enlarged lymph 
nodes in his neck. "We sound like a couple of old men," John laughed, and then he choked some 
more. 

Still hacking himself, Joseph, while drawing heavily on his cigarette, replied, "I don't give a 
damn. It tastes good. And hey, if for some reason we can't shoot ourselves we can always smoke 
ourselves to death. Speaking of death I don't know how much longer I want to wait." 

"We don't have to wait any longer if you want to get it over with?" 

Joseph did not reply. He shrugged his shoulders and blew smoke rings across the boat. "I 
don't know why, but I just remembered that time when we tried to sneak across the Montreal 
border into the United States." 

"We had no business going to begin with. We had no money." 

"That's why customs wouldn't let us into the country." 

"That and our appearance. We looked like street prostitutes." 

"We were street prostitutes." 

"We were stupid. Instead of getting on the bus that was supposed to take us back to Montreal 
we sneaked through the woods and then walked across a half frozen lake." 

"Yeah, and then we were hitchhiking on the American side about a mile from the border 
when a border patrol car spotted us. Just our luck." 

John laughed. "We dove into the ditch and tried to hide in the bull rushes." 


"We probably wouldn't have gotten caught if it hadn't have been for your purple knapsack 
glowing in the bushes like a sign that said: "here we are." 

"Fuck off. I can't believe we were going to Boston to begin with to work "the Combat Zone." 
It was a good thing that we did get caught." 

"I know between the two of us we only had thirty dollars." 

"That's because the street in Montreal was full of cheap tricks." 

"Don't remind me. I turned one for twenty dollars." 

"You also turned one for ten." 

"Fuck you. So did you." 

"Maybe, but I was also ten times better looking." 

"You were not." 

"I was and I still am." 

"Yeah, except for your receding hairline, those sores all over your face, and the fact that your 
swollen glands make you look like a blow-fish." 

"At least I'm not a blind bean pole," John said. 

"No, you're just a big oozing scab that half the time can't even remember his own name." 

"Why were we going to Boston, anyway?" John asked, and then both men burst out 
laughing. 

"We were going so that you could drop your first novel Kyle Reeves off at a publisher in 
person. I'd still like to know what was the matter with the mail?" 

"I was young and anxious. Besides, it all turned out ok. We made it to America, didn't we?" 
John asked, because he could not quite remember at the moment whether they had or not. 

"Yeah, we made it. We flew first class." 

"No, you flew first class with your father to San Francisco. I remember now. You left me 
working the streets in Toronto." 

"My father hated your "homosexual" guts. And anyway the company we were working for 
would only pay for two tickets. You managed to make and save over a thousand dollars in less 
than a week." 

"Yeah, and then I flew back to Montreal and bought an ugly leather jacket." 

"Shame on you." 

"I was still a meat eater." 

"Why did you go back to Montreal?" Joseph asked. 

"Because I had a criminal record and I was afraid that customs in Toronto would find it on 
their computers. Anyway, I flew to Boston, dropped the book off at Alyson Publications, and 
then took a Greyhound bus all the way to San Francisco. I wasn't even sure if you were still there, 
since you weren't really expecting me. I remember being worried, because I had run out of 
money." 

"I was there, though." 

"And surprised to see me." 

"After my job with my dad in San Francisco was finished we should have gone to Los 
Angeles like I wanted instead of flying to Key West, Florida." 

"I feel the same, but at the time I was drawn there because of Ernest Hemingway and 
Tennessee Williams." 

"You stayed a whole year." 

"I know, but you left after only a couple of months." 


"You were a moody miserable bitch, if I recall." 

"Me? What about you? You wouldn't even go out. You stayed in our little apartment every 
day and whined about how much you hated it there. I could never understand how anyone could 
prefer winter in Canada to the Florida Keys." 

"I was unhappy.” 

"So was I." 

"I wonder why?" 

"Who knows?" 

"What ever happened with the publisher in Boston?" 

"They rejected the manuscript, and in retrospect I'm not surprised. I've done several rewrites 
on it since. It wasn't ready at the time, but there reason for rejecting it was not the quality of the 
writing it was because they shunned anything to do with prostitution even though they 
specialized in gay novels." 

"A gay publishing house that discriminates." 

"I know it's like gays who don't like effeminate gays, because they give masculine gay men a 
bad name." 

"That's bogus. I don't like anybody." 

"Me neither. Do you want me to go on reading? Or do you want to just shoot ourselves and 
get it over with right now?" 

"No, go on.," Joseph replied rather anxiously, for, not only did he want to hear more of the 
story, in reality he was no where near ready to end his life, at least not just yet. 

"You're not going to change your mind at the last minute, are you? I mean, I would 
understand if you do, but I don't think I could go back to Canada after coming this far." 

"Don't worry. I'm as committed to ending our lives as you are. It's not that dying slowly in a 
hospital is all that bad, because as you know they pump a person so full of pain killers you don't 
feel a thing. Most doctors are very liberal with the morphine for patients dying of AIDS. And the 
nurses are usually very nice to terminally ill patients. I've felt a lot of love in Canadian hospitals. 
No, like you said when we first started talking about this. It's kind of our way of not succumbing 
entirely to the disease. One way of not allowing it to be the death of us. Then it can be said that 
they didn't die directly from AIDS they died from gun shot wounds, and we won't be just another 
number in the countless others who have died from the result of HIV, not that there's anything 
wrong in that, but this just makes our death a little unique. And if nothing else we don't have 
much to look forward to. It's too hard to walk around in this society looking like you have AIDS. 
I mean, they use to beat us up on the street just because we're gay. It scares me the level of 
discrimination that we could possible encounter. People either want to beat us up, flee, or feel 
sorry for us. To me the very worst death imaginable would be to die at the hands of a hate filled 
human being." 

"I know what you mean. I'd rather have the life slowly sucked out of me by a thousand 
spiders." 

"I thought you were afraid of spiders?" 

"I am, that's my point." 

"Well, don't worry, I'm going to go through with it." 

"Me too, but at the moment I'm not feeling very unique." 

"Me neither, so go on with the next chapter." 

The Return of Kyle Reeves 


The headline on the front page of the Los Angeles Times read: "INTERN ATIONA L FILM 
STAR KYLE REEVES IS IN LOS ANGELES." And on page two it reported the following about 
the film star: "Mr. Reeves is promoting his soon to be released second motion picture. Presently 
the most renowned director in the world, Barbra Streisand, made a rare public appearance to 
show her support. Madonna was another one of the most notable of the many movie stars present 
at the premiere of Mr. Reeves' long awaited second film. At the party everyone was curious to 
know what Madonna the mega-star would be wearing. Well, folks the obvious answer to this 
question, that was making it's way around the screening room before her timely arrival, was 
"Nothing," and we were right! But, she was ravishing as always, and that's saying a lot 
considering we're well into the twenty first century and she has been a sex symbol as far back as 
the early 1980's." 

The article also stated: "Kyle Reeves, who first came to Hollywood several years ago after 
writing a screenplay in British Columbia, Canada, is the incredible multi-talented man, who 
made the surprise box office hit The Rabble-Rouser. He spell-bound audiences the world over 
with his spectacular, albeit peculiar, onscreen personage. More recently, after a rare appearance 
on a late night talk show to promote his upcoming picture he was spotted that same evening by 
photographers at a gay nightclub in New York City. He even took to the stage, after being 
prompted to do so by many of the patrons, where he sang an impromptu rendition of "My Man," 
Barbra Streisand's hit song of the late 1960's. Earlier in the evening, however, the talk show host 
had a hey day by good-naturedly harassing the young homosexual super star by questioning him 
about his arrest for having sex in a public washroom, about his visiting the gay bathhouses across 
America he is famous for frequenting, about a disastrous ill-fated affair he had witha closet case 
male movie star, about his doing full drag in a sequined dress at last years Academy Awards 
ceremony, and of course about the secrecy surrounding his second picture." 

Kyle's mother, Mary Stone, who has always had a far reaching influence on Kyle's life is 
now in her late fifties. She still lives with her son Kyle at their cottage in British Columbia. She 
remains there because of the memories she chooses to cherish of her lost lover John Reeves, 
Kyle's father. She keeps John's memory alive by going down to the river daily. Standing on the 
very spot where he dragged his canoe into the water in the middle of winter in order to 
deliberately drown himself. She herself had stood there aghast thirty years ago watching the 
capsized canoe drift downstream. Today when she turns away from the river's edge there are no 
tears in her eyes. Some days are better than others, she sighs to herself, as she strolls along the 
path that leads through the woods to the cottage. 

Kyle is waiting for her in their small living room the moment she enters the cottage, and she 
can tell by the expression on her son's face that he has some news. 

"I have to go to Los Angeles, mom," Kyle announced to his mother the moment she came 
into the cottage, which was almost a year prior to the release of his second picture, prior too to 
his appearance on the late night talk show to promote his second picture, and prior to his heartfelt 
rendition of "My Man" in a gay nightclub. It was not, however, before being arrested in a public 
washroom, appearing in drag at the Academy Awards, or before his ill-fated affair with a closet 
case movie star, for all these things had happened just recently. 

"Again? You just got back? How long will you be gone for this time?" she asked while 
closing the cottage door behind the dog who had followed her in. 

"Don't worry the Winters will take care of you, and you've got F. to keep you company." The 
Winters were their nearest neighbors, while F. was Kyle's pure bred Alaskan Malamute. "I'll be 


back as soon as I can. It's business. I'm going to be making another movie." 

"Just don't go getting yourself arrested again. I still can't believe, you of all people, gave 
some business man a blow-job in a public washroom, and for God's sake don't fall in love with 
another flaky film star." 

"I'll be too busy to do either," Kyle replied unabashed by his mother's remarks, for they had 
always had an open relationship. There was little about him that she did not know. 

The flaky film star his mother was referring to had been the only lover that Kyle had ever 
had, and Kyle having had such high hopes and expectations going into the affair had not seen all 
the faults that were so self-evident to everyone else. "He's a shallow opportunistic conceited 
bastard," were Kyle's agent's exact words of warning, but Kyle refused to believe any of the 
negative things he heard about his first true love. Though the affair lasted for only a very short 
while Kyle had set himself up for heart break, and subsequently for a great deal of bad publicity. 
He had wanted a meaningful relationship so much that he had allowed himself to be taken in by a 
man that he now referred to as "a shallow opportunistic conceited bastard!" Kyle had spent the 
majority of his life living with his mother, had devoted himself entirely to his writing, his career, 
and a variety of gay activist causes. He was not a mamma's boy in the least. It just so happened 
that Mary was alone and he was alone, and they got along, so it seemed natural enough for them 
to live together. After Kyle's father had drowned himself, Kyle's mother had moved with Kyle, 
nearly a newborn, back to the United States, where she had made the mistake of marrying a man 
named Simon D. Stone. She had another son by Simon, who presently lives in Scranton, 
Pennsylvania with his wife and child. Kyle left Beaver Springs, Pennsylvania by himself at an 
early age, fourteen to be exact, and by the time he was twenty he had finished writing his first 
screenplay. Right after The Rabble-Rouser was released Mary divorced Simon and had moved 
back to the cottage that she and her lover had shared so long ago. Thirty years ago Mary had 
originally gone to British Columbia to search for her "higher self." Before leaving New York, her 
hometown, Mary had had a frontal lobotomy in her early twenties. She had been prone to 
attempting suicide at the time, while the psychiatric profession had been prone to using scalpels 
as a cure for schizophrenics, manic depressives, and suicidal psychotics. Upon her release from 
the hospital, after being incarcerated for two years, she had fled from New York and straight into 
the arms of Kyle's father, a painter named John Reeves. She had moved in with him, to the 
cottage where she and Kyle now live. With suicidal tendencies on both sides of his family one 
would think that Kyle himself would be so inclined, but it would seem that the exact opposite is 
true. Killing himself is something Kyle has never considered seriously, but then it could be said 
that so far he has never had cause to. Mary, herself, is no longer self-destructive, though she 
certainly does not attribute this fact to her having had a lobotomy. "Living for so long," she says 
is what cured her. Also instrumental in her recovery was the pain she suffered when Kyle's father 
took his own life, for she saw how selfish an act suicide can sometimes be. Kyle's half brother, 
Jake and his wife Candy rarely visit with their little boy, though Kyle is constantly sending them 
money, the money he had made and is still making from The Rabble-Rouser. He continues to 
receive royalties from the film. Last year it became very popular in parts of Europe and all over 
the world it is already considered a cult classic. Kyle and his mother were supposed to be going 
to Pennsylvania for Christmas, but if Kyle is in the midst of filming a picture he will have a good 
excuse for not going. Mary can go on her own if she wants, Kyle had decided while packing for 
his trip to Los Angeles. 

"I've finished the screenplay," Kyle explained further to his mother, who was still 


questioning him about his having to leave for Los Angeles. "And I believe it's even better than 
the last one." 

"I'm not surprised. You've been working on it night and day for two years. Are you going to 
tell me what it's about yet?" Mary asked, as she had done often for the past two years. The length 
of time that it had taken him to write it amazed Mary, for she was not artistically inclined and 
could not understand how anyone could spend as much time as Kyle did locked away in his room 
writing. His father was the same the way, she realized. John would spend weeks, months, 
working on one painting. 

Kyle had not told anyone what it was about. There was really no one other than his mother to 
tell. The studio in Hollywood would be the first to read it, and then if they liked it, and he was 
certain they would, he would once again star in the film. 

"Give me a hint," Mary said. 

"I gave you one last week." 

"Well, it didn't help any. All you said was "comeback." What's that supposed to mean?" 

"Figure it out." 

"I've tried. Give me another clue." 

"Sequel," he said. 

"Sequel? A sequel to what? Oh my God, a sequel to the first?" she asked and Kyle smiled. 
"You wrote a sequel to The Rabble-Rouser?" 

"That's right." 

"But how could you. The main character, your character, Kyle Reeves, died in the end. He 
got shot six times," she exclaimed in confusion. 

"Five, actually." 

"Well, then how could you write a sequel? Don't tell me you bring him back to life with 
some silly explanation like they do in those really bad horror movies where the killer keeps 
coming back to kill again.?" 

"No, of course not." 

"Then I don't understand?" 

"Not yet, but you will." 

Mary remembered her son's first movie very well. She had seen it to date a total of twenty 
three times. Without a doubt Kyle's character, also called Kyle in the picture, had been killed in 
the end by amadman, or rather a mad eighteen year old boy named Bobby Baynes. Kyle Reeves, 
in the film, before being gunned down by Bobby Baynes at a concert in Central Park had been a 
movie star, a gay activist, a singer, songwriter, comedian, super-star. There had been witnesses to 
his death, such as his lover, Brenden; his manager, Jason; a crowd of onlookers, and then Bobby 
Baynes had killed himself only moments after shooting Kyle and then the picture had ended. The 
credits rolled as Kyle's bloody bullet strewn corpse lay in the parking lot. Mary Stone did not see 
any possible way of bringing Kyle, the character, back. Of course all throughout the first 
screenplay Kyle had mixed fact and fiction. Things such as his father, John Reeves, having 
drowned himself in real life Kyle had written into the screenplay. The fact that his mother in the 
movie was named Mary Stone and they shared a very similar background. Indeed she had given 
birth to Kyle, the character, by herself at a cottage in British Columbia moments after his father's 
suicide, which is exactly the way it had happened thirty years ago when Kyle was born. And of 
course the most obvious was the use of his own name, Kyle Reeves, for the main character. They 
had brought movie cameras up to the cottage to film several scenes of Kyle and Brenden. F. had 


even made an appearance, as well as the Winters, who weren't actors, but Kyle had wanted to use 
them for the sake of authenticity. At the time Mary had been upset that she had not been allowed 
to play herself in the film. "If the Winters, who are no relation to you, can play themselves, why 
can't [?" 

"Because, mom, they only have a very short scene. The mother character appears quite often 
throughout the film and the producers want an experienced actress," he told her and in part he 
was telling the truth, but it was also true that his mother did not look motherly enough to be 
believable. 

"You were wearing a bullet proof vest?" Mary asked suddenly as a solution for the sequel 
dilemma. 

"No, of course not that's too corny. Besides, I was shot in the head as well, remember," Kyle 
replied. 

"Oh right, well then, how?" 

"All right, I'll tell you. Do you remember the end when Kyle is lying in the parking lot 
covered with blood and Bobby is lying only a few feet away. They are both dead for all intents 
and purposes." 

"Right, right, I remember." 

"Well, the sequel begins right where the first movie left off. The camera remains on the two 
unflinching corpses all throughout the opening credits, until finally a fly lands on Kyle's face. 
Still, though the corpses do not move. Then the camera begins slowly moving backwards just as 
the director yells "Cut," and the two actors, myself and the young man playing Bobby Baynes, 
both begin to get up. I started shouting to no one in particular about the fly that had been on my 
face and how difficult it had been for me to remain motionless. The director, of The 
Rabble-Rouser, steps forward and tells me not to worry that it added a touch of realism to the 
scene. All kinds of prop people, technicians, standbys, the director, etc, all crowd around 
together, because we have just finished shooting the picture. Furthermore the audience sees all 
the movie camera's and the lights and the microphones and the entire set. Kyle, my character, 
peels off the fake bullet holes, wipes the phoney camera blood offhis face, and begins talking to 
Brenden, his co-star, who is really the actor Derek Knight." 

"I don't think I understand," Mary said. 

"Don't you see it's a movie inside a movie." 

"You mean The Rabble-Rouser was not real?" 

"Exactly. It was a movie about a movie, which no one knew until now." 

"Oh, I see. Hmm, my son the genius." 

"Well, I'm sure it's been done before, but since the character Kyle is an actor to begin with it 
and the whole story was about hollywood and making movies it seemed like the perfect solution. 
Let's just hope the studio agrees. I also hope that Derek Knight, Joshua Jenkens, and William 
Waters, the actors who played my boyfriend, my manager, and my killer, are all willing to make 
cameos in the beginning of this picture. I don't even know if they're all still living." 

"Derek Knight is. I saw him on TV last week. He hosted an awards show," Mary said. 

"That's good, because they all have to appear in the parking lot scene, though I suppose if 
any one of them can't for some reason I can write around them." 

It occurred to Mary that her son looked several years older than he had when he had filmed 
The Rabble- Rouser. She pointed this out to Kyle as delicately as she possibly could, which was 
really not too delicately at all. In fact, she said, "You look a lot older than you did when you 


filmed the first movie. You've got little lines around your eyes, and last week I noticed that your 
hairline is starting to recede." 

"It hasn't been that long. A bit of make-up and no one will know the difference. Besides my 
character in this movie is older than the part he was playing in The Rabble-Rouser." 

"You still haven't told me what it's about exactly?" Mary asked. 

"I haven't told you at all. All I told you is how I brought Kyle Reeves back from the dead, but 
you'll have to wait for the rest. I have a plane to catch. Just keep your fingers crossed that the 
studio likes it." 

"Wait, can you at least tell me what it's called?" Mary asked him. 

Feeling triumphantly proud of himself, because of the bewildered expression that had been 
on his mothers face for the past ten minutes, and because of the screenplay he was holding in his 
hand and was about to present to Hollywood, he replied, "What else? The Retum of Kyle 
Reeves." 


John had told Joseph several months ago that he had brought Kyle Reeves, the main character 
of his first novel back. Joseph who had been the first, and perhaps only person, to read Kyle 
Reeves the novel in it's entirety, for it was over seven hundred pages long and had only been sent 
out once or twice to publishers over a period of ten years, had been very excited to hear that one 
of his favorite characters in fiction was about to rise from the dead as it were. At one time John 
and Joseph had dreamed about filming a movie based on the book and had discussed the idea of 
John writing a screenplay several times. "You know, more often than not, the author of the novel 
is usually the best candidate for writing the screenplay." They had also talked about filming A 
Raven in New York City, John's second novel, but after the advent of their illnesses all of their 
long term dreams had been demolished. 

"I have to go," John suddenly announced aboard the boat with a panicked tone of voice that 
told Joseph exactly what he meant. 

"Now?" 

"Right now!" John replied. 

"What's stopping you?" Joseph quickly asked. 

"A toilet and a roll of paper." 

"For God's sake, go in the water." 

"I suppose," John replied rather unwillingly, but at the same time he could see no alternative. 

"Just take off your jeans and jump over the side," Joseph suggested. 

"No time to take off my jeans," John said as he threw himself over the side of the boat and 
into the water. "Let's hope there's no blood in my stool like there usually is when I go." 

"Why? What difference will it make? The water will wash you off." 

"I don't want to attract sharks." 

"Hurry up, then," Joseph said, and then he scanned the water with his one eye for any signs 
of a shark. "Hurry! I hate sharks." 

"Why? They're just big fish." 

"Big fish with big appetites and big teeth." 

"I need something to read. Did we bring any magazines?" John teased. 

"Would you just hurry up?" 

"Ok, I'm done. Help me back in the boat." 

"Be careful it's going to tip," Joseph cried when the rowboat began to turn onto it's side, 


nearly spilling it's contents, including Joseph, into the sea. 

"My jeans are too heavy. I can't get back in," John said. 

Joseph was too weak to hoist John out of the water, while John was too weak to kick his legs 
enough to propel himself out of the water. 

"Wait a minute. I have to rest," John said and then he clung exhausted to the edge of the 
boat. "It's just as well, because I'm going again." 

"I don't know why you didn't take your diarrhea medicine." 

"I didn't think it mattered. Y ou stopped taking all of your medication as well." 

"That's because mine makes me sick, and none of it was working anyhow." 

"The water is nice and warm. It feels wonderful. You should come in." 

"And then we'd both be stuck in the sea." 

"Ok, help me in. Ouch! Be careful of under my arms. All right, one, two, three..." 

"STOP! It's going to tip," Joseph shouted. 

"Any suggestions?" John, who remained clinging to the side of the boat, asked. 

"Take off your jeans." 

"I'd have to take off my boats." 

"Then take them off too." 

"They're laced. Oh, all right. It's probably the only way I'm ever going to get out of here," 
John said, and then he unlaced one boat while holding onto the boat with his other hand. "The 
laces are wet. There," he said as he kicked the boot free, and thereafter he and Joseph watched it 
slowly sink in aspiral fashion further and further down. He did the same with his other boot. 
"They were three hundred dollar boots," he complained. 

"What difference does it make you're going to be dead soon?" 

"Ok, help me in," John said right after he had removed his jeans, but the rowboat was too 
small and not sturdy enough to support his weight, and he still did not have enough strength to 
propel himself properly out of the water. 

"Any more suggestions?" he asked sarcastically. 

"You could just stay in the water to shoot yourself." 

"I could if I knew how to fire either one of those guns." 

"It was stupid of us to forget to ask," Joseph said. 

"I have to get out of here right now. I'm beginning to think that I'm not alone down here." 

"What do you mean? Never mind I don't want to know what sea monsters your imagination 
is conjuring up. Why don't you swim to the bow of the boat and try it from there. Maybe it will 
stay balanced better." 

It took them nearly ten more minutes of struggling before Joseph managed to drag John over 
the bow of the boat and when they had finally succeeded in doing so they were both exhausted. 
"Here, wrap yourself in a blanket before you catch cold." As soon as Joseph said this they both 
laughed, for catching a cold was no longer something they had to concern themselves with. 
Learning how to shoot a shotgun was something of much more concem to them both, as neither 
Joseph nor John had ever loaded or fired a gun in their lives. Furthermore, they had forgotten to 
find out how before leaving land. It had never occurred to either of them until onlya short while 
ago. Getting hold of two guns had been a hard enough task. To begin with they'd had to be very 
discreet, and knowing no one on the island made their inquires all the more dangerous. The fact 
that they had spent a good portion of their lives on the street was helpful, for they could easily 
tell whom to ask and whom not to ask about procuring a couple of firearms. But having to 


wander through the seedier section of town in their present condition was a traumatic experience. 
Every person they passed could not help noticing the pitiful state they were in. Therefore, they 
felt, that every person they came into contact with was a potential threat to them physically. They 
had visions of being pulverized into the sidewalk by a gang of wild youths, of having their heads 
split open against a brick wall by a man even bigger than the one who had beat John in 
California. Nothing happened, however, to make their fears a reality. For the most part everyone 
who observed them was sympathetic or at the very least polite. It never occurred to Joseph or 
John that it's very difficult to do damage to someone as close to death as they obviously were. 
There's almost something unearthly about people during their last stages of a terminal illness, and 
indeed many people claimed that a mysterious aura shone from them both. They felt it as well, 
for there were times when it seemed that their feet were not even touching the ground as they 
made they way home with the shotguns. The twelve gage shotguns in question had cost them five 
hundred dollars a piece and had been purchased from one of the locals, who upon taking one 
look at the two symptomatic young men knew perfectly well what was wrong with them and 
what their intent was. Fortunately, for them, he was sympathetic to their cause, had no use for the 
guns, but had plenty of use fora thousand dollars. He had no job and a family to feed, and to 
himself he reasoned that if the authorities should happen to trace the weapons back to him, which 
was highly unlikely, he would say they were stolen without his knowledge. 

It was night time when the two men carried the shotguns wrapped in a blanket through the 
back streets of George Town. They were already tired and they had a considerable distance to go, 
for their cottage was on the opposite side of town. During the long walk Joseph and John once 
again considered their options in regards to their simultaneous suicides. It was actually John who 
brought up the subject, as he was still slightly opposed to the idea of shooting himself. He 
suggested an overdose of barbiturates once again, but Joseph was afraid and for good reason that 
they might be discovered by a passing ship in an unconscious state. "There are a lot of cargo and 
cruise ships in the area." Drowning themselves in the sea was an appealing prospect to John, but 
Joseph found the idea of suffocating on mouthfuls of sea water, swallowing seaweed, and micro 
organisms, about as appealing as he did John's suggestion of jumping hand in hand off a high 
building or bridge. "We could go parachuting without chutes," John said as they walked along a 
cobblestone street. It had started to rain and the question of drowning at sea was raised once more 
by John. "It would be so peaceful and romantic, as opposed to blasting our brains all over the 
place," John remarked, but Joseph disagreed, and he pointed out the fact that they were both 
excellent swimmers, so anchors, or something equally as heavy would have to be tied to their 
persons, and then there was always the possibility of them panicking, untying the rope as they 
plummeted towards the bottom of the sea. "How strong do you think we are?" John asked, 
adding that he had heard of an area between the Cayman Islands and Jamaica called the Cayman 
Trench, which is 24,000 feet deep. That just made the prospect all the less appealing to Joseph. 
"I'll be damned if I'm going to be dragged by an anchor tied around my foot for twenty four 
thousand feet." Injecting themselves with an overdose of cocaine or heroin, if they could get their 
hands on any, was a pleasant prospect for them both, but as it was the drugs were impossible to 
find. They were told by some of the locals that the Cayman Islands had extremely strict laws in 
regards to the sale of illegal narcotics. The Cayman Islands were a tax haven for the rich and 
could afford to be elitists in the Caribbean even though they were so close to drug capitals like 
Columbia. 

"I guess they have to be strict," John commented on their way home one evening after failing 


to find the drugs that they needed to not only end their lives, but to make their evening more 
enjoyable. "There's so much trafficking throughout the rest of the Caribbean, but because the 
Cayman Islands are a banking center, a tax haven for the rich they can afford to be strict." 

"That's true, but do you have any idea how much drug money is sitting in their banks?" 

"Yeah, but have you noticed how nice the locals are? They seem to be very unprejudiced 
people. Blacks and whites get along wonderfully unlike most places in the United States. There 
are a lot of interracial marriages here." 

"One day the whole world will be like that," John replied. 

"Let's hope so," Joseph had said. 

After drying himself off with a blanket John poured them both another drink and began 
reading his book. He was too busy reading and Joseph was too intent on hearing the story for 
either one of them to notice that only a few feet away moving slowly through the water, near the 
surface, was a very large shark. 


"Kyle Reeves is Rolling in Clover" 

When Kyle and Clover met by the pool of the Beverly Hills hotel chemistry, and a great deal 
of determination that could only be accredited to Clover, had caused the two men to make a date 
for dinner that same day. It began when Kyle, after checking into the hotel where he always 
stayed when in the city, decided to go down to the pool. Very rarely when he was in Los Angeles 
did he ever lounge around the pool, but it was an exceptionally hot and muggy day and his 
appointment with the head of the studio was not until the following afternoon. Sitting down at a 
table he ordered a lemonade and looked at his screenplay The Return of Kyle Reeves, which he 
had brought down with him from his room to read. He wanted to double check the script for any 
last minute typing or spelling mistakes. After reading over some dialogue he looked up and saw a 
middle aged couple staring at him. It did not take him by surprise or disturb him in anyway. 
Since The Rabble- Rouser he had become accustomed to attracting attention. He was after all, a 
star, though more often than not he had to remind himself of this fact. He spent most of his time 
in a remote area of British Columbia, and most of his time there was spent in his bedroom 
writing, so he was seldom in the limelight. It was not until he noticed the young man, sitting at 
the table next to the curious couple, that he became self- conscious of his fame. The man was not 
only staring he was gazing with his mouth agape. Kyle, who might have considered himself in 
danger of a crazed fan if they had been anywhere but at the luxurious Beverly Hills hotel, felt it 
safe to smile. The young man then proceeded to become all flustered. He spilled his hot coffee 
onto his lap and then when he jumped up he knocked over a vase of flowers. If he were not so 
attractive, and obviously nervous, he might have seemed a complete fool. But, the star struck 
young man had natural blond hair, bright blue eyes, and was as handsome as anyone Kyle had 
ever seen. Furthermore, his smile, for he was smiling now, was entirely bewitching. Meanwhile, 
the waiter had come to clean up the mess that the young man had made. The table cloth was wet 
from the water that had been in the vase, so the waiter, as was customary when the patio was not 
crowded, offered him another table. 

"That one over there," the young man said pointing directly at Kyle's table. 

"I'm afraid, Mr. Reeves, is..." the waiter started to say taken aback by the young man's 


abrasive behavior. 

Kyle smiled again. "It's all right, Albert." 

The young man hurried over, seemingly afraid that if he did not make haste Kyle might 
change his mind. He introduced himself with a great deal of confidence. He had ceased to be 
nervous and was now full of zeal. "Hi, my name's Clover O'Gotten." 

Kyle made no reply. He lit a cigarette and scrutinized Mr. O'Gotten from top to bottom. 
"You're Irish," he finally said. 

"Right off the boat," Clover replied. "Actually, right off the plane." 

"You have a nice accent. It's very... erotic. But, ina way, I guess all accents are," Kyle 
commented. 

"Your accent is very erotic, too," Clover replied. 

"I don't have an accent." 

"Yes, an American one." 

"Right," Kyle replied, and then against his own will he stood up to leave; his fear of falling 
in love had forced him to do so. He was already very attracted to the shy yet zealous young man. 
"I'm sorry, I don't mean to be rude, but I have to go. I've got an appointment. It was nice 
meeting..." 

"Wait," Clover cried, jumping up to his feet, and nearly knocking over another vase of 
flowers, and he would have if Kyle had not caught it in time. "You can't go. I mean not yet. You 
can't." 

"I can't?" 

"No, I mean..." Clover was trying desperately to think of something off the top of his head to 
detain the star. "...if we're going to get married don't you think we should get to know each other 
first?" 

Kyle laughed, yet he did not do so because he found anything amusing in what Clover said. 
It was just the opposite he found no humor whatsoever in the remark. If it had not been for the 
sincerity that shone in Clover's beautiful blue eyes he would have come back with a remark of his 
own, and you can be sure it would not have been anything as mundane. Indeed, it would have 
been the kind of savage reply that Kyle Reeves was famous for. Instead, entirely out of character, 
and most probably inspired by a primal urge, or his prodigious sexuality which he presently had 
little control over, Kyle was provoked into saying, "Do you want to meet for dinner? My treat," 
he added. 

Clover's entire face was aglow with a happiness that he could not have hidden even if he had 
wanted to. "I'll meet you here by the pool." 

"Six o'clock," Kyle said, but he was already having second thoughts that he tried to keep 
from revealing on his face. 

"Six o'clock," Clover replied merrily, for he was having no misgivings about making a 
dinner date with "the charismatic and incredible" Kyle Reeves. 

Kyle went up to his hotel room reprimanding himself the entire way. According to the clock 
on the night table it was three o'clock. He hung the do-not- disturb sign on his door, and laid 
down on the bed. Here he chastised himself several times for making a date with "trouble." He 
told himself that he was stupid and deserved whatever disaster befell upon him. He had told his 
mother that he would be too busy. "Fool," he said aloud. And how old is he anyhow? he 
wondered. He's a lot younger than you. Better looking and probably interested in only one thing, 
and you can be sure, he thought to himself, that thing is not your pernicious personality or your 


sadly misshapen body. Your bank balance and your ability to pull strings in this town are the only 
two things that he's interested in, Kyle concluded. And although he could have been right in 
regards to Clover's motives there was certainly nothing pernicious about his personality, and he 
was far from being physically deformed. His only fault was that he suffered from insecurities like 
so many movie stars in his position. Kyle had no reason to feel insecure about himself. He was in 
excellent shape. He exercised rigorously and on a regular basis. He was extremely intelligent and 
a compassionate person, and both of these traits were evident in his personality. By four o'clock, 
however, Kyle had decided to check out of the hotel. He had no time for another bad relationship, 
and when did he become naive enough to think that this time it might work? How many gay 
couples did he know who were happy? How many gay couples did he know period? How many 
straight couples do you know who are happy? he asked himself. So what makes you think that 
two men can make a lasting commitment? Just because the supreme court had finally granted 
gays the nght to marry did not mean that gay men had suddenly become monogamous. The vast 
majority of men no matter what their sexual preference were not for the most part as predisposed 
as women for forming a lasting relationship. There were the exceptions to the rule, however, and 
Kyle himself was one of them, which is why he became so easily infatuated and so often 
disappointed in his prospective partner. At quarter after four he showered and shaved for the 
second time that day, and while doing so he still did not know whether he would stand Clover up 
or go out for dinner. And what kind of a name is Clover? he asked himself. Then he remembered 
the young man's smile and the way he had nervously knocked over the vase of flowers. He 
allowed their entire meeting to run through his mind several times, and while doing so he tried to 
analyze everything that had been said and all that had transpired between them. He was trying to 
uncover a clue to some sinister ulterior motive. They had not talked long enough, however, for 
Kyle to come to any credible conclusion. In the end he allowed his intuition to guide him and his 
intuition told him that Clover was genuinely interested. He got dressed, but then he had more 
doubts, so he got undressed and he packed his suitcase instead. By five thirty he was dressed 
again for his date, telling himself that it was only an innocent dinner. Just don't allow yourself to 
become involved. Stop being so desperate to fall in love. It will just be dinner between two 
people with the potential of being friends, he told himself, but by quarter to six he had decided it 
would be foolhardy for him to get involved with anyone, so once again he was not going. I'll 
leave a message at the front desk saying that I had to leave town on urgent business. 

Right after Kyle left the patio Clover had gone to have his hair trimmed. He bought a dinner 
jacket on Rodeo Drive and a new pair of shoes. At a quarter to six he was waiting on the outdoor 
patio by the pool. By ten after six he was checking his watching with every passing minute and 
pacing back and forth. In his hand he was holding a bouquet of flowers that he had purchased 
impulsively in the hotel lobby. They were miniature red roses, which for some reason had 
reminded him of Kyle. Looking at them now he wondered if giving flowers to another man was 
the proper thing to do on a first date. Clover had no idea, for he had never been on a date with 
anyone of either gender. He was about to set the flowers done on a nearby table when he heard 
footsteps approaching from behind. He turned around hoping to see Kyle, but it was one of the 
waiters. "Are you waiting for someone, Mr. O'Gotten?" the waiter asked. 

Clover could not bring himself to reply amidst his disappointment. He suddenly felt 
dejected. All along he had been fearful that Kyle would not come. Ever since Kyle had said "six 
o'clock" with a certain amount of uncertainty Clover had suspected something was amiss. He was 
on the verge of leaving when he saw Kyle coming through the lobby towards the patio. When 


their eyes met Clover flashed a radiant smile. Kyle tried to respond in the same manner, but 
Clover was quick to notice the extreme languidness in his lips and the leeriness of his dinner 
date's demeanor. "You're late," Clover accused with a tone of voice that sounded both desperate 
and demure. 

"I'm sorry. I was afraid to come," Kyle confessed. Right up until the moment he saw Clover 
standing by the pool holding a bouquet of flowers in his hand Kyle had planned on fabricating 
some elaborate excuse of being unable to go out for dinner. The frantic look of desperation that 
filled Clover's face, a look that said Clover's world would somehow end abruptly if his date did 
not come, changed Kyle's mind at the last moment. 

By way of a rented limousine and by the power of Kyle's star they went to the most exclusive 
restaurant in Los Angeles without even having a reservation. There, in a candlelit corner they 
talked for several hours about their respective lives. Kyle was ten years older than Clover, yet 
they had many things in common. They were both actors. They were both gay. They were both 
highly creative and ambitious people. Kyle, who had undergone a great deal of discrimination 
during his adolescent years, and subsequently some even in his adulthood, talked for over an 
hour about gay rights a subject that Clover was extremely interested in pursuing. They shared the 
same taste in literature, art, music, and maybe more importantly for the movie star and the 
aspiring actor they liked many of the same movies. Clover told him all about his parents murder 
and Kyle was extremely sympathetic. Clover left out the fact that some people suspected him of 
having done the dastardly deed himself, and of course Kyle never suspected for a moment that 
Clover could be their killer. At the time it simply never crossed his mind, for Kyle, who had 
black hair and even blacker eyes, was entirely taken by Clover's blond curls and brilliant blue 
eyes. They were extremely attracted to each other, or so it seemed to their waiter, to many of the 
other patrons, and to a nearby reporter. Whether it was one sided on Kyle's behalf no one but 
Clover could say for sure. At the very least, though, it can be said that Clover looked up to Kyle. 
"I saw The Rabble-Rouser several times in Ireland," Clover told him during dinner. "The way 
your character climbed to the top inspired me to do the same. When he was killed in the end by 
Bobby Baynes it was the only time I've ever cried in a movie theater. Fortunately, I was alone and 
sitting in the back row." 

Kyle laughed. "I've written a sequel. It's been nine years since The Rabble-Rouser was 
released. I didn't plan it, it just happened. One day I was sitting at my desk and the idea came to 
me." 

Clover's was eager to hear more. "A sequel to The Rabble-Rouser. That's a great idea. But 
how though?" 

"TIl let you read the script," Kyle said. "The studio's reading it right now." 

"I don't believe this is happening," Clover commented. "Here I am in Hollywood having 
dinner with Kyle Reeves. And I'm about to read a script for a sequel to my favorite film." 

Kyle stared at Clover across the table in a mistrusting manner that must have been 
disconcerting for Clover. "If your goal is to flatter me..." Kyle began, but Clover stopped him 
before he could finish. 

"My goal, is to get you into bed." 

Kyle laughed. "Getting someone into bed these days is easy. What's hard is getting beyond 
the sex." 

"Well, my motto has always been one step at a time," Clover replied. "You know, you're a 
lot different than I imagined you would be." 


Kyle laughed again, but this time his laughter did not last long and it was entirely cynical 
sounding. "I'm not a just piece of celluloid up on the silver screen," he stated. 

"That's not what I meant. It's just from everything I've read about you I always pictured you 
to be a very combative person. And Kyle, your character in The Rabble-Rouser was very 
militant, so I imagined you would be just as militant." 

"I've mellowed," Kyle replied, "but put me in the same room with a neo-nazi white supremist 
skin-head who hates homosexuals and you'll see just how militant I still am." 

Clover laughed. "One of the most memorable scenes in the film for me was when your 
character went on a cross country rally for gay rights." 

"Well, the picture doesn't really apply to present day. There's no where near as much 
discrimination against gays as there was a decade ago. We seem to be becoming more 
enlightened the further we get into the twenty first century." 

"So The Return of Kyle Reeves isn't about discrimination?" 

"No, it's more about Kyle's movie career and his tumultuous love life." 

Only barely does it need to be said that Kyle and Clover made love with each other, but not 
before spending several days together. Right after the dessert of their first dinner together Kyle 
had suggested that they should get to know each other better before having sex. "I was only 
joking about going to bed with you tonight," Clover had told him. "If you want we can wait until 
after we're married?" 

"Hey, one step at a time, remember," Kyle had quipped. 

They did not wait too long before having sex, and they certainly did not wait until after they 
were married, which they were. They did wait until they had formed the foundations of a 
friendship. Kyle told him all about how his father John Reeves had killed himself. "On the very 
day I was born, he drowned himself in a river in British Columbia." Kyle talked about his half 
brother, his sister-in-law, and about his nephew that had been named after him. "Then of course 
there's my mother." 

"I've read about her in the papers," Clover said. 

Kyle nodded. "Right after The Rabble-Rouser was released the press took pleasure in 
pestering her about my past. She became a bit of a celebrity." 

"Her names Mary? Isn't it?" Clover asked, for he could remember often reading about her in 
several of his fan magazines. 

"Mary Stone," Kyle offered. 

"Are you close to her?" 

"Yeah, it's strange having your mother as your best friend," Kyle confessed. And the fact that 
Kyle had no other close friends, while Clover was entirely alone in the world without any friends 
or living family helped to build an even stronger foundation for their burgeoning friendship. 
Finally, atop of their foundation a tower of love was built by them spending a night together in 
Kyle's hotel room. Sexually they were, as the poets would say, "a match that was made in 
heaven." 

"The studio wants to make the picture. They've suggested a few changes, and I think I might 
be able to find you a part in the film," Kyle said to Clover after they had made love for the first 
time. He had thought about telling Clover the day before, but he did not want to seduce him, or 
create something that would not have happened naturally of it's own accord. Kyle was far from 
being a fool. He knew that because he was extremely rich, and famous, and in a position to help a 
young actor like Clover he was a mark for many an ambitious young man. Clover was not poor, 


yet he was no where near as well off as Kyle or in a position in Hollywood to make a film, which 
Clover readily admitted was his main objective. Kyle had seen enough hustlers in Hollywood to 
know when one was trying to do a number on him. Many had tried and all had failed. Kyle had 
even played the part of a hustler himself in The Rabble-Rouser. Kyle, the character in the film, 
had moved in with a wealthy old man in New York City prior to being discovered by Brenden 
Michaels. Kyle, the author, knew what the score was. Paying for sex up front was one thing, but 
being seduced and swindled and lied to by a deceitful lover was another. 

"That's not why I slept with you," Clover said, for somehow he was able to sense all of 
Kyle's insecurities. "And there's not that much difference in our ages," he added. 

Kyle made no reply. 

"I've never been with anybody before. I mean, I've always known I wanted to, but in 
Shamrock City it's kind of taboo. Nobody talks about homosexuals except in the negative. And 
since I always knew I was leaving I figured it could wait." 

"Well, was it worth the wait?" Kyle asked playfully. 

Clover grinned and threw him onto the bed. "Refresh my memory," he said. 

"What about you?" Clover later asked, after they had made love for the second time. "Have 
you ever been with anybody?" 

Kyle laughed. "Of course, but I've never been..." 

"What?" 

"Nothing," Kyle replied. 

"You've never been in love?" 

"No, I thought I was once, but I was in love with the notion of being in love." 

"Are you in love now or am I just another notion?" Clover asked looking serious, while at 
the same time he was wearing a sly grin. 

"I don't know. Am I?" he asked. 

"I asked you first." 

"I'm deeply infatuated," Kyle carefully conceded. 

"That's not good enough, you coward." 

Kyle smiled sheepishly. "Well, that's all you're getting for now." 

"What if I was to tell you that I am." 

"I'd say it's too soon, and you don't know what you're talking about. You barely know me." 

"I know enough, to know that I think I love you." 

"David Cassidy, of Partridge Family fame, sang "I Think I Love You," in the seventies and 
look at what happened to him." 

"You're even more cynical than Iam," Clover stated and then he laughed. "Come on let's get 
dressed and get out of this hotel room. I want you to show me around Hollywood. I want to see 
everything, and I want to meet everyone." 

"And you want my help?" Kyle asked a little suspiciously. 

"I want you, period," Clover replied purposefully with his best Irish brogue. 

It came as a surprise to everyone in Hollywood who knew Kyle, or even to those who only 
knew of him, that so soon after his disastrous affair only a few months ago that he would be in 
another relationship. It was a well known fact in Hollywood circles that Kyle Reeves was 
reclusive and reserved. Everyone had been surprised at his having had the first affair, but now 
they found it incredible, feared the worst for the sensitive star, and said, "He's on the rebound 
from his last relationship." 


"Yeah, and with a hustler from hell," they said when they saw on the front page of The 
Hollywood Rag, a local newspaper that sensationalized the lives of Tinseltown's brightest stars, a 
picture of Kyle with his new love and the caption: Kyle Reeves is Rolling in Clover! 

"Why didn't you warn me it's a love story? Joseph demanded in a manner that was extremely 
distraught. "I can handle death, disease, despair, tragedy, and even bad writing, but I can't handle 
hearing about love." 

"Why?" John asked, although he could easily understand Joseph's reasoning behind his 
reluctance to hear about the burgeoning love life of others more fortunate than himself. 

"You have to ask? Well, to begin with I can barely relate, and then when I do I feel so 
envious I just want to die. I have always felt that way whenever I see happy couples, gay or 
straight." 

John smirked sympathetically, for he knew that never having been in a long lasting loving 
relationship was one of Joseph's deepest regrets. John had never been in a such a relationship 
either, and although he did have a certain amount of regret for his never having experienced the 
joys of lying in the arms of his soul-mate, he was much more cynical by nature than his friend 
Joseph. 

"Don't you realize we're going to die without ever knowing what it's like to be in love, and 
it's the most important thing in the world. Lately I've been thinking that love is all that matters," 
Joseph added dreamily. 

"You're absolutely right. Ilove writing," John replied with a devilish grin, for it was an 
audience for his novels that he regretted most of all. Never having been the toast of the literary 
world is what left him feeling the most forsaken. 

"I know you better than that. Deep down you're a romantic at heart. You'd had given up 
writing for your first love." 

"I'd have given my life. But that was ten years ago and this is today, and today there's not a 
man on this planet that I would give one iota for." 

Joseph laughed. "Well, considering your present condition I doubt if there's a man on this 
earth that would have you no matter what you gave him." 

John did not reply directly to Joseph's caustic comment, although he fully appreciated his 
humor. For whatever reason, though, he chose to keep the conversation flowing in a serious vein. 
"You're not alone. Millions of people are born and die without ever knowing true love," he told 
Joseph with a tenderness that he seldom showed. 

"And we're two prime examples of that principle," Joseph complained, and it was entirely 
true, for neither Joseph nor John had ever benefited from the pleasures of a fulfilling relationship. 
John, for many years had had a habit of finding himself in abusive relationships until finally a 
time came when he put an abrupt stop to his self-destructive pattern of behavior. He did so by 
writing his fourth book, My Gothic Romance, and by becoming the most cold-hearted lover he 
possible could. During the past few years he had reached a point where he actually prided himself 
on how much of a bastard he could be to his sex partners. Immediately after having an orgasm, 
he would proceed to brandish his imperviousness. "I never have sex more than once with the 
same person unless I'm being paid!" he would sometimes say, thereby destroying any potential 
there might have been for an ongoing relationship. He was aided by the fact that he was still a 
practicing prostitute with the wit, the nerves, and the knowledge ofa hard core whore. Prior to 
this metamorphosis of his character many of the disastrous relationships he did have were very 
often one sided on his behalf, for he would fall in love very quickly with other hustlers or with 


men who simply did not feel the same for him. Tragically, he had been inspired to write My 
Gothic Romance after becoming increasingly infatuated for several months with a violent 
alcoholic named Michael, and although it's possible Michael might have shared the same feelings 
for John, he was utterly incapable of having any type of a relationship with anyone due to his 
drinking dependency. John finally found the strength within himself to leave Michael and several 
years after the fact, in retrospect he wrote My Gothic Romance. Drawing on his own experience 
he wrote a book, disguised in the form of fiction, about wife abuse. Joseph, on the other hand, 
was less easily infatuated, and not so predisposed to becoming a victim of an abusive partner, nor 
was he as caustic a character after having sex with someone. He had, however, been in his share 
of bad relationships, at least enough to leave him bitter by the age of twenty eight. One young 
man in particular played an important role in both their lives, because not long after Joseph left 
the young man in question John began having an affair with him. His name was Dwight. He was 
born under the sign of Cancer, and John, since his first unrequited love, a Cancer engaged to a 
woman at the time, had a weakness for anyone born under the fourth sign of the zodiac. John 
soon dropped Dwight, for the same reason that Joseph did "he was a dog," but for many years 
"moon men," as John called them, were an absolute obsession with him, but none more so than 
the first "moon man" that John had been forced to love only from afar. Strangely enough, John 
had spent many years mouming over the loss of someone who had barely even noticed him. 
While working as a prostitute on various streets, Joseph thought it was pitiful the way John 
carried a torch for what became with the passing of time nothing more than a bittersweet memory 
of something that had never even existed. "You're right, I am a romantic, because I still get 
lovesick whenever I think about him," he presently said to Joseph, and there was no need for him 
to explain further, for Joseph knew precisely whom he was talking about. It was the same person 
that Joseph had just declared John would give up writing for, and it is true that at the time he 
would have given up anything for the man that he loved more than any of the others in his life. 

"At least tell me that Kyle and Clover's relationship is not going to last. If they are etemally 
blissful and walk off into the fucking sunset together to live happily-ever after I swear I'll blow 
my brains out long before you finish reading the next chapter." 

"I could tell you the end right now if you want, but there would be no point in my reading 
anymore." 

"You're right, but let's have another cigarette first. That last one tasted good. Hey, what's 
that?" 

"Where?" 

"Over there. Do you see it?" 

"Yeah," John answered nodding his head. 

"What is it?" 

"I think it was a shark," John replied looking all around the boat, for whatever it was had 
disappeared under the water. "Don't worry, though, the boats too big." 

"Too big for what?" Joseph inquired. 

"For a shark to tip." 

"Tip?" Joseph gasped, for the possibility of some creature coming up from under the sea and 
capsizing their boat had never occurred to him, until now, to be a feasible scenario. "Are you 
sure?" 

"Am I sure that it's a shark?" 

"No, stupid. Are you sure the boats too big for it to tip?" 


"No," John said with a grin that was only a preface to his laughter. 

"Would you shut up? If it comes back maybe we should shoot it?" 

"Don't be ridiculous. It's probably just curious about the boat. In fact it's likely more afraid of 
the boat than we are of it." 

"Speak for yourself," Joseph said. 

"T'm sure it won't bother us and besides, even if it does, I don't want to take the life of an 
innocent creature. In case you've forgotten we're out here to kill ourselves." 

"So?" 

"So, what if it eats us first?" 

"Getting eaten alive by a predator is not my idea of a good death. Oh Jesus, it's back. And 
look at the size of it's fin. I wonder what kind it is?" He asked just as the shark began circling the 
boat. 

"It's getting closer each time around," John calmly pointed out. 

"My God, it's longer than the boat," Joseph exclaimed apprehensively. 

"Don't worry, it will go away," John said, but then the fish bumped into the boat and both 
men let out a scream. Seconds later when the shark nudged the boat again the two men giggled in 
a fit of hysteria. 

"I thought you said it was afraid of the boat?" 

"I was wrong." 

Joseph picked up one of the shotguns and ripped open the box of ammunition. After 
frantically fumbling with the gun for few moments he managed to secure a cartridge into the 
chamber. "There, that wasn't so hard," he said, for the gun had an automatic pumping 
mechanism, which meant it was ready to fire now. 

"What are you doing? Don't shoot it," John said. 

"T'll kill it if I have to." 

"Make sure the bullets aren't in backwards. You might shoot your face off," John joked, and 
then he suddenly started laughing hysterically again. "Isn't this great. Life can be so exhilarating. 
Every since I found out I was HIV positive I've been in love with danger. All my life I was afraid 
of so many things, like high places, and now I want to go hang gliding off the top of Mount 
Everest." He placed his hand into the water. "Here, sharky shark. Here, sharky shark." 

"Shut up!" Joseph shouted, as he tried to take aim with the shotgun. "Where did it go? 
Where did it go?" 

"It's probably under the boat just waiting for it's dinner." 

"You're lying. Sharks have to keep moving," said Joseph, though as a precaution he lifted his 
feet up onto the seat. "I wonder what kind it is? Maybe it only eats plankton?" 

"No, it's a Tiger shark," John replied. 

"How can you tell?" 

"It has a large head, short blunt snout, tapering body, and it's a brownish color." 

"What are you, some sort of shark expert or something?" 

"No, but I had to research them once for a scene in one of my novels. Tiger sharks are one of 
the most omnivorous species which make them one of the most dangerous, and with it's flat 
highly serrated triangular teeth they can tear into almost anything. This one is about 15 feet in 
length." 

"How can you tell?" 


"The rowboat is twelve feet long and the fish is about three feet longer." 

"And there it is," Joseph said, for the shark was approaching from aback of John. 

"Hey, point that thing in another direction," John said, for the barrel was aimed at his groin. 

"Sorry." 

"No problem. It's not that I'd object to you shooting me, but I'd rather not be maimed first by 
having my balls blown off." 

"Well, I'd rather not die in the belly of a big fish. If it eats us I hope it realizes it'll get AIDS 
and die." 

"I'm afraid not. Sharks are immune to the HIV virus." 

"Then maybe we should eat it?" Joseph quipped. 

"Shoot yourself, not the shark," John said flatly, and then suddenly the gun that Joseph was 
holding went off accidentally. John screamed and examined himself to see if he had been shot, 
but the spray of pellets from the shotgun exploded into the water, which made a large indentation 
on the surface of the sea that did not remain noticeable for long. The explosion was very loud, 
and as neither of the two men were expecting to hear the sound of gunfire it seemed louder still. 
Right after firing it Joseph, who had been knocked backwards, had automatically dropped the 
gun, but fortunately for their future plan it fell back to the bottom of the boat and not to the 
bottom of the sea. "And it's a good thing," John later remarked, "otherwise one of us would have 
to shoot the other and then himself." 

"Did I kill it?" Joseph asked looking fearfully into the water over the edge of the boat. 

"Kill it? You didn't even come close," John snickered. 

"Do you think it's gone?" 

"It probably went to get reinforcements, like a couple of big friends." 

"It's your fault it was here to begin with." 

"My fault?" 

"It smelled the blood from your asshole," Joseph said. 

"Yeah, I was afraid that might happen." 

"If I'd dropped the gun in the water we'd have to find another way to kill ourselves," Joseph 
said while lighting a cigarette. "I could never shoot you first and then myself. That would be too 
ghastly. Id see your body twitch the way bodies do during a violent death and your brains would 
be splattered all over the place." 

"You wouldn't have to look." 

"I'd have to make sure you were dead." 

"Oh right. Well, I don't think I could do it either. But that's not the only reason we couldn't 
use only one gun." 

"What do you mean?" 

"We have to die at exactly the same time, remember, so that we can travel to gether throu gh 
that tunnel towards the white light that everyone who has a near death experience talks about." 

"Providing there is a tunnel and a white light." 

"We'll find out soon enough," John said. 

"Well, I'm ready," Joseph replied and then he took a drag on his cigarette, during which time 
John thought Joseph meant he was ready to kill himself, until he finished by saying, "for you to 
read some more." 


Clover's First Leaf 

The part that Clover played in The Return of Kyle Reeves caused the kind of sensation that 
is seen when only the brightest stars burst onto the scene. If sucha phenomena had happened in 
space he would have been called a super nova, as it was it happened in Hollywood, where he was 
simply called a star. The critics took immediate notice of him, as did most of the movie going 
public. And not only did the critics notice him they unanimously raved about his talent. For a 
long while Clover O'Gotten was the talk of the town. He had been the talk of the town anyway 
for quite some time, as he was seen with Kyle Reeves wherever he went. And Kyle, who had 
always been reluctant to mingle in Hollywood was now showing up at parties, popping into 
public places unexpectedly, and talking to the press. Now, however, Clover was being accredited 
with having some talent other than his ability to make the reclusive Kyle Reeves come out of 
seclusion. The role that Clover received in The Retum of Kyle Reeves had not been easy for Kyle 
to obtain. "It was a feat and a half," Kyle had confessed to his mother. He'd had to fight with the 
director and two of the producers who did not want an inexperienced unknown, particularly just 
because he was "screwing the star." By the time this came about, though, Kyle was not only 
completely in love with Clover, he trusted him entirely, and he had come to have confidence in 
his ability to act as well. Ifit had not been for the latter Kyle probably would not have fought so 
ferociously for him. In fact, in all likelihood he would not have wanted him in the picture at all, 
but as it was he became convinced that Clover was an incredible talent. "He's a natural. Just let 
him read," Kyle argued. But then even after Clover's screen test the director was still against 
hiring him for the role. "It's too big a part," he pointed out. "I think we should have a familiar 
face. Someone who's name is known. And that accent. My God. The part doesn't even call for an 
Irishman." 

"You know perfectly well that I can rewrite that without any problem." 

It was true the part had not been written for an Irishman, but by rewriting some of the 
characters background, changing a few references here and there, and adding the odd remark 
about his strong accent throughout the film, the change came about with no problem just like 
Kyle had predicted. The part was no longer quite as small as it had originally been, for Kyle had 
deliberately and skillfully rewritten several scenes to enhance Clover's character. "So what? I've 
given him some more lines," Kyle said after he turned in the revised script. "It's better for the 
picture as a whole," he added during an argument he was having with the director. 

"Well, in this scene you've taken out several of your lines altogether?" 

"I talk too much anyway. The audience will get bored hearing me blabber on about my 
broken heart," Kyle replied. "Now enough of this. Send him a contract. He's going to be in the 
picture, because if he's not neither am I, which means there will be no picture. And don't look so 
surprised. Just trust me, gentlemen. Clover O'Gotten is going to be a star with or without our 
help, so like the piranhas that we all our why don't we just get our bite out of him first while he's 
nice and fresh." Kyle had left the studio elated. He knew by the way he had left them sitting there 
speechless in their office that they were going to send Clover a contract. 

The part that Clover played was the role of Kyle's love interest. "It should be an easy part for 
you to play," Clover joked on Kyle's first day of filming. Clover was not needed on the set until 
the following day, but he drove with Kyle to the studio, for he planned to spend the day 


sightseeing. Kyle was glad to see him go, for he did not want him on the set. "You'll make me 
self-conscious, and I'm nervous enough. I haven't been in front of a camera for nearly nine years." 

"You'll be fine. Just remember that I love you," Clover said. 

"Not as much as I love you," Kyle replied. 

The three actors who had originally appeared in The Rabble-Rouser were all able and willing 
to return for cameos, so it was a nostalgic first day on the set when William Waters, Derek 
Knight, and Joshua Jenkins, all arrived. They only had one scene to shoot, the parking lot scene 
where the last film had ended. From there on the story centers on the singer, movie star, mogul, 
Kyle Reeves and his further adventures, or more aptly put his exploits. 

When the picture was released several months later, Kyle and Clover attended the premiere 
party hand in hand. By now no one was surprised, for neither one of them were ever seen going 
anywhere alone. At one party in particular, nearly a month after The Return of Kyle Reeves was 
released, Kyle was warned that his ex- lover was expected. Aghast, he went up to the host, 
Charles, an out of work agent, and demanded to know why Hank had been invited. "You knew I 
was coming. How could you invite that heel?" 

"I didn't invite him. He's coming with some hot shot producer from out of town. It was 
inevitable that eventually you two would meet, so just calm down." 

Kyle was furious. "Calm down? He's a fucking whore!" 

"And he's here," Charles said, spotting the "whore," as he entered the room. 

Afraid to move, Kyle frantically searched the party with his eyes for Clover, but he could not 
see him anywhere. Then suddenly he was trapped. Hank had seen him with Charles. If he fled 
now it would be a sure sign of weakness. Kyle was adamant about not appearing vulnerable, and 
in many ways he wasn't, for he was certainly no longer under Hank's spell. It was a confrontation 
between Hank and Clover that he sought to avoid at all costs. Many times Clover had said that he 
"would like to beat the shit out of that arrogant bastard," and now Kyle was afraid that he would. 

"Kyle, how are you? It's good to see you again. My God, you're glowing. It must be love," 
Hank said, and obviously he had heard about Kyle and Clover's relationship. Everyone in 
America with a television set or a newspaper at their disposal could not help hearing about it. 

"Actually, I began to glow the day I got rid of you," Kyle replied. "I guess there's just 
something invigorating about throwing out the trash," he added. 

Hank laughed unabashed. He then proceeded to introduce his producer "friend" to Charles, 
who was standing next to Kyle. Charles, who was delighted at the scene he had just witnessed, 
was wondering what else would transpire between the two, and he could not wait to inform all 
those who were not fortunate enough to be present tonight for Kyle and Hank's first meeting 
since their highly publicized break up. 

"You know Kyle I've been meaning to call you..." Hank began. 

"But you were too busy hiring escorts to rim your rotten ass?" Kyle suggested. 

"I see you haven't changed," Hank replied. 

"You and a good lay make an oxymoron. You also make me sick." Kyle knew Hank had no 
idea what oxymoron meant, which in his opinion caused the brutal remark to be all the more 
dastardly. 

The producer began looking for some way to excuse himself just as Clover appeared behind 
Kyle and Charles. Taking a brazen step forward between the two, so as to be able to stand 
directly in front of Hank, Clover seized onto Hank's hand, whereupon he proceeded to pull him 
closer. "I'm Clover O'Gotten, and you're?" he asked without releasing the relentless grip he had 


on Hank's hand. 

"Ah, Hank..." Hank started to say, but before he could finish Clover vigorously jerked 
Hank's entire arm up and down. Then Kyle, and nearly everyone else in the room, was astonished 
when Clover viciously flung the arm into it's owner's face. "Top of the evening to ya," Clover 
said with all the sarcasm he could muster. 

Kyle suppressed a snicker, as he watched Hank fearfully backing away. Clover was quite a 
bit larger than Hank, and there was no doubt between the two men who would win if a scuffle 
began. "Come on let's leave," Kyle said to Clover. 

"So soon? The party's just getting interesting," Clover replied menacingly without taking his 
eyes off Hank. 

In the limousine that Kyle hired whenever he stayed in Los Angeles, he and Clover, 
discussed in detail the degradation he had undergone during his affair with Hank. They were on 
their way back to their hotel in Beverly Hills. The party they had just left had been at a house in 
the Hollywood Hills. Clover had moved into Kyle's hotel room right after filming began on the 
picture. It had been Kyle's suggestion that they move in together. "We spend all of our time 
together anyway, so why rent two rooms?" 

"Tell me more about what happened between you and Hank?" Clover said now in the 
limousine. 

"There's not much to tell. He used to hire male escorts behind my back. Everybody in town 
knew about it but me. I guess I didn't want to see." 

"Did you love him?" Clover asked. 

"I thought I did, but I think I was just lonely. I know I never liked him. Whenever we had 
sex, which was seldom, he would jump out of bed immediately afterwards, as though he couldn't 
stand being near the person who had just given him pleasure. He had a fear of intimacy. A lot of 
men are like that, I suppose." 

"How come the press made such a big deal about the affair?" 

"Hank was in the closet. We always had to be careful not to be seen together in public. He 
had a strictly heterosexual image until one of the prostitutes he hired sold his story of being a 
high paid hustler in Tinseltown to a tabloid. He named names and Hank was top on his list. That 
was the first I found out about Hank's propensity for hiring hustlers. Then we had a fight at an 
AIDS benefit party. The press was there. It was messy. I went back to our hotel room and packed 
his bags. That's when I discovered he had been stealing money from me. I found one of my check 
books in his belongings. He'd been forging my signature. I also found a pawn ticket. Apparently, 
he pawned a Rolex watch one of the producers of The Rabble-Rouser had given to me. I got the 
watch out of the pawn shop the following day and I went back to British Columbia. I haven't seen 
the scoundrel until tonight." 

"He never tried to contact you in British Columbia?" 

"No, he knew it was over. But that reminds me, I promised to call my mother. She's been 
worried about me." 

"Worried? Why?" 

"She thinks you're another Hank." 

"TIl have to convince her that I'm not." 

"That may be harder than it sounds. You don't know my mother." 

"When am I going to get to meet her?" Clover asked. 

Kyle laughed. "Don't rush what would be best to postpone." 


"T want to meet her," Clover said. 

Kyle recalled how reluctant Hank had been to meet his mother. How he had avoided even 
the subject of such a meeting. It occurred to him then in the back of the limousine how very 
different Hank and Clover were, which caused him to conclude that because Hank was bad 
Clover had to be good. 

"She's a formidable fixture in my life," Kyle forewarned in reference to his mother. 

"What did you tell her about us?" Clover asked. 

"Unfortunately I didn't tell her anything until after she had read about us in the Vancouver 
Sun," Kyle replied. "She was disappointed that I didn't inform her the moment we met. I told her 
we weren't serious at the time and the press was jumping to conclusions for the sake of a story. 
But that was a mistake, because then she decided you were a one night stand, or worse another 
Hank, and that I had my head screwed on backwards. She told me I'd better get back to British 
Columbia before I get my "heart broken into a million pieces again" was how she put it." 

"What did you say?" Clover asked. 

"Oh, you'll find out soon enough. You're also going to meet her sooner than you think," Kyle 
replied. 

Kyle's mother did indeed get word of Kyle's relationship before he had a chance to tell her 
himself. When she questioned him about "this Clover character" he told her all he knew and all 
he felt, and then he finally got up the courage to tell her that it was time she left the cottage. "I 
don't want to go back," he explained. "I'm stagnating up there. I've written two screenplays in 
those woods, and I've been hiding there with you all my life. It's time to put the past behind us. I 
want you to come down to California." 

"They have earthquakes in California," Mary complained. 

"They have earthquakes in British Columbia too," Kyle replied, but had they known at the 
time that "the great quake" was on it's way he would never have convinced her to come to 
California, nor would he have tried. But, how could he have known? Not even seismologists 
foresaw the precise proximity of the event. 

"Well, you know what happened to my character in The Rabble-Rouser when she tried to 
move to California. I died on a plane over Las Vegas," his mother reminded him. "You want the 
same thing to happen to me in real life?" she asked with an accusatory and exasperated tone of 
voice. 

"It was fiction," he explained to her then, as he had on numerous other occasions, for his 
mother had never fully understood why he had written her death scene in his first screenplay. "I 
did it because it was appropriate for the story. You know I don't want you dead, mom. Take a bus 
if you're that afraid of life imitating art," he suggested to her with an equally exasperated tone of 
voice that he had never before been brave enough to use. 

"Well, what about F.?" 

"Bring him with you, of course." 

"Won't the climate be too warm for him?" 

"He'll be fine." 

Before they finished their phone conversation Mary finally agreed to come, but only after 
Kyle threatened to never return to British Columbia. "In which case you might never see me 
again," he added for more leverage. In a more loving manner he told her that a change of scenery 
would be benefit her, and in the end she overcame her fears and flew. Conducive to her coming 
was the fact that the flight she was to take did not go anywhere near Las Vegas. And, suffice to 


say, not only did the plane land safely in Los Angeles, Mary Stone did not suffer a fatal cerebral 
hemorrhage like her character had in The Rabble-Rouser. To celebrate the fact that Mary Stone 

was still alive and had left British Columbia at last, Kyle and Clover threw her a lavish party at 

the Beverly Hills hotel. 

"Where are we going to live?" Mrs. Stone asked suspiciously. "Surely, we're not going to 
stay in this expensive hotel forever?" 

"We've got a surprise for you," Kyle said. "We bought a house." 

"You have?" she exclaimed. 

Smiling, Kyle nodded his head and looked at Clover. "The three of us are going to live 
together. It's in Malibu by the beach." 

"Just like in The Rabble-Rouser," his mother replied, for in the movie the character, Kyle 
Reeves and his lover Brenden Michaels bought a beach house in Malibu. 

"Yes, mother, but Brenden won't be living with us. Brenden never existed, remember." 

"Oh right," she replied happily. 

"Here, mother, have some more champagne." 

"Is that who I think it is?" his mother asked gesturing towards a woman in the center of the 
room. 

"Why don't you go over and talk to her." 

"Oh, I can't. She's so famous, and I'm such a big fan." 

"Go ahead. She won't mind," Kyle said, and when she had gone to introduce herself to the 
woman in question, Clover said, "You realize, Barbra Streisand will never speak to you again." 
But that wasn't true, because a few weeks later Barbra called Kyle to invite him and his mother 
and Clover for lunch at her Malibu home. 

It was only a few days after Mary's party when the three of them moved to Malibu. Mary had 
all of her belongings shipped from British Columbia, while Clover and Kyle had bought furniture 
for the house to please her. Kyle was now trying to convince her to sell the cottage. "Get rid of it. 
It's time to move on. Trust me. I know it's for the best. 

"You're right. It's just so hard sometimes to let go of the past," Mary confessed while 
unpacking a silver framed photograph of her late lover, John Reeves. 

"You can have this bedroom, mom. It's the biggest and the brightest." 

"Don't be silly, you boys take the large room. What do I need all this space for. I'll take the 
bedroom down the hall, if it's all right?" 

"Whatever you want?" Kyle replied. 

"Where is Clover, anyhow?" Mary asked. 

"He went to buy groceries." 

"Does he know that you don't eat meat?" 

"Yes, he knows nearly everything about me." 

"Does he know that I do?" 

"Yes, I informed him about all of your favorite dead animals." 

"Why are vegetarians always so militant? Oh, that must be him now," Mary said upon 
hearing a car turn into their driveway. 

Kyle looked out the window. "I'll go give him a hand." 

"Hi, lover." 

"Hi yourself," Kyle said. "Here, let me help." 

An hour later at the dinner table Mary turned her attention to the young man who had 


somehow managed, after so many others had failed, to find his way into her son's heart. "So 
Clover tell me something about yourself. You're from Ireland, right?" Mary asked after they had 
finished eating the dinner that Kyle and Clover had cooked. 

"That's right, Mrs. Stone. I'm from Shamrock City." 

"Call me Mary." 

"Mary." 


"Do you care about my son, Clover?" 

"Mother!" 

"It's all right," Clover replied. "I love your son very much, Mrs. Stone, I mean, Mary." 

Mary nodded. "Well, if you ever hurt my son intentionally in any way I'll cut out your heart, 
fry it up, and feed it to F., unless of course I'm feeling hungry myself that day." Hearing his name 
F., lying only a few feet away, barked. "Ill do the dishes," Mary added sweetly, as she stood up 
and began clearing the table. 

"She means it too," Kyle whispered when she was gone. 

"I know," Clover replied. "That's partly why I like her." 


"By the way, did he kill his parents?" Joseph, who had been eager to know for several 
chapters now finally found the courage to ask, for he knew the author sitting across from him 
would not reveal anything beforehand. He was hoping, however unlikely, to catch him off guard, 
but unfortunately John could easily tell by the overly casual sugar-coated tone of voice Joseph 
used when asking the question that he was doing his utmost to be deceptive. While working on 
his first five novels John had always told Joseph everything he was writing as he wrote it. When 
living in the same city, as they so often did, they would talk on the phone for hours during which 
time John would relay the latest bit of plot or characterization to his friend. Joseph knew the 
endings to all of John's novels long before he ever sat down to read them himself. While writing 
his last novel, though, John had revealed very little and more often than not refused to talk about 
it altogether. The only things that Joseph had been told beforehand in regards to The Cure of the 
Crimson Colored Clover, was the title, upon which Joseph had replied: "It sounds kind of corny, 
and why are you using your middle name?" He had also been told that Kyle Reeves was making a 
return, to which Joseph had said. "But he died at the end of your first novel?" He had also been 
told that the main character was going to be called Clover, and again Joseph had replied, "Why 
are you using your name? Is the book about you?" Joseph had inquired, and John had assured 
him that the book was not the least bit autobiographical, and that Clover was no more a facsimile 
of himself than any of the other characters he had created throughout his career as a novelist. 
Prior to tonight, the only other thing that Joseph knew about The Cure of the Crimson Colored 
Clover, was that it was about AIDS. 

At the time Joseph was counting, in part, that John's demented condition would permit him 
to reveal a piece of the forthcoming plot. It would seem, though, that the disease had not 
deteriorated John's mind to a great enough degree for him to divulge whether Clover was guilty 
or innocent of his parent's murder. 


"If I tell you it will ruin the rest of the book," John explained impatiently. "You'll have to 
wait like everyone else." 

"I've noticed that this novel isn't as political as some of your others?" 

"Really? Inever gave it any thought. I think, though, that I've given up believing that my 
writing can chan ge the world. I suppose I was aiming for more story and less social commentary. 
Though for a very long time I've wanted to write a book denouncing racism of any kind. I thought 
about it again last week when you commented on how there seems to be no racism in the 
Cayman Islands. I pictured creating a character that's ancestry somehow consists of a great many 
races. He or she, would be part black, part white, part Jewish, part Chinese, part Japanese, part 
German, part Native American, and so on. And to me such a human being would be a wonderful 
thing. I wish I had been born such a mixture. And you know, I don't even like the word race 
unless it's used with the word human, for that is the only race there really is or that ought to be 
recognized, the human race. I become just as upset when thinking about racism as I do when 
thinking about discrimination against gays. Racism is so wrong, but I guess I'll never be able to 
write about it now. And you know, all the times that I've been threatened or assaulted on the 
street it has never been by blacks, it has always been by white trash." 

"Like us," Joseph said. 

"No, we're not total trash. We're recyclable." 

"I love black people," Joseph added. 

"So do I," John replied. 

"You hate everybody." 

"Yeah, but that's different. I hate humanity in general. It has nothing to do with individual 
creeds, or cultures, or skin colors." 

Before coming to the Cayman Islands, and right after finding out that they were both HIV 
positive, Joseph and John had talked about making some strong political statements before the 
inevitable were to take place of it's own accord, for at the time they had no real plans of 
committing euthanasia. They were still healthy, so even though they were forced to face their 
mortality it was still a fairly remote thing of the future. One ofthe so called political statements 
that they had considered making was to spend the rest of their lives as vigilantes. They were 
going to buy hand guns and begin robbing banks across North America, giving the money to their 
single mothers, to the homeless, the hungry, the needy, and to charities and such. And 
considering their sometimes sordid backgrounds it's almost surprising they didn't take that route 
during what they deemed as their last days on earth. John had his novels though, and after so 
many years of hard work the hope remained that one day the world would recognize his work. 
His novels were all that kept him sane and the world safe from what could very easily have 
become an extremely dangerous man. Still, there were days when he had his doubts about his 
place in the world of literature, but fortunately Joseph, his loyal friend, was always there to 
encourage him. 

"Where do I get off thinking that I can write? I have less than a grade eight education," John 
despondently declared, as he had done on more desperate occasions that Joseph could possibly 
recall. 

"So did Herman Melville," was the person that Joseph picked on this particular occasion. 

"I'm a drug addict." 

"So was Edgar Allan Poe," Joseph pointed out. 

"A prostitute." 


At this point Joseph was stumped as always. He knew of no literary figure that he could use 
as an example, so he had to settle for saying, "A prostitute that spends all of his spare time 
reading the classics." 

"I've been rejected so much." 

"How can you say that? You've hardly submitted anything. And you've never been rejected 
in regards to your writing. It's always been something else, like timing, or the book's too long, or 
they don't publish that type of novel, or prejudice on the part of the person reading it, or the fact 
that you're novels are not considered commercial enough. You've had agents and editors tell you 
that you're talented." 

"I suppose," John commented, but he was still not completely convinced or consoled or 
wooed or whatever it was he was after. 

"You're a great writer. The reason you left school at such an early age is because they didn't 
recognize your talent even then," Joseph said, for he had heard several times the story of why 
John had quit school. Had Joseph known that he was destined to hear the story once again he 
would have refrained from using it as a testimony of John's talent. 

"It's true, I started skipping school in grade seven, and then half way through grade eight I 
just stopped going altogether. I was a good student up until my stepfather moved us to the 
country and I had to change schools. I was picked on mercilessly. Iremember one occasion when 
I was beaten in the coat closet by the entire class. And then, as if the daily torment I received 
from my peers was not enough reason for me to turn my back on the public school system, I was 
the victim of a hate crime in a class poetry contest. I don't remember what the prize was, it 
certainly wasn't a Pulitzer. Anyway, we had to read our poems aloud in front of the class. To this 
day I can vividly remember writing the poem. It was the first time in my life, that I can 
remember, feeling the physical sensation of inspiration as it races through your body and outward 
to whatever is your art form. The poem, if I recall, was very long, but that and the fact that it had 
to do with a cave man, is all that I can remember about it. Anyway, I read it aloud and even today 
my classmate's derisive reaction causes me to become enraged. No one, including my teacher, 
believed that I wrote it. I was accused of copying it from some book. What I did was throw the 
poem away, and I never went back to that school. I was less than halfway through grade eight, 
but my teacher disliked me so much he passed me just so that I would not have to repeat the year 
in his class. He was homophobic and I was a precocious burgeoning homosexual, or perhaps he 
was just a jerk and I was too savvy for my age. The following year I went to high school for one 
day, cut classes for the rest of the month, and then transferred to another highschool that had a 
higher ratio of female students. Here, I thought I might fit in, but by then I was rebellious and I 
lasted for only six weeks before a group of jocks called me a faggot. It wasn't fear so much that 
made me leave as it was my unwillingness to be surrounded day after day by people I despised. 
I'm still like that, that's why Ihate going to rock concerts. Being surrounded by seventy thousand 
people is not frightening for me, it's frustrating that I don't have at my disposal a button to push 
that will detonate the nuclear bomb that has built up in my psyche. I was fourteen when I left that 
small minded-town and what could hardly be called a home. And, you know, to this day I despise 
writing poetry. Furthermore, whenever I have had to write a poem or a song for one of my novels 
I readily admit that I am not very good, so the only conclusion I can come to is that the grade 
eight class of 1974 at Castletown public school had only minimal more intelligence than their 
teacher. To be fair to the school system, however, I believe my becoming a writer was partly 
inspired by another teacher. It was in grade six. She was a substitute teacher from London, 


England. She must have been a great lover of literature, for she had the whole class write short 
stories for an entire year. That was all she taught us. I used to write these sleazy sex filled stories 
and read them aloud. The class would laugh all throughout them. I was a star and subsequently 
the teachers pet. She encouraged me to join the school's theater group and I became interested in 
acting that year as well. The theater group was putting on a production of Oliver Twist when I 
joined. The play was already cast so even though I desperately wanted the lead I was content to 
be a bit player with plans of procuring the part the following year. At the time, though, my family 
was moving to Castletown, the town that would denounce my poem as being plagiarized, and my 
stepfather would not drive me the short distance back into the city for the required rehearsals. 
Later, at the age of eighteen, I set about becoming an actor, but I was painfully shy of the casting 
calls and the auditions, as it was prior to my becoming a prostitute. Now, needless to say, I could 
shout at the top of my lungs stark naked in front an auditorium full of disparaging peers, and if 
any of them dared to open their mouths, or were brave enough to call me a faggot, I'd beat them 
into the ground with all my inherent homosexual rights. I'd shove them into a coat closet and I'd 
split open their heads with the sharpest edge of their own bigotry. I'm sorry, Joe, I'm babbling 
again as usual. Why don't you stop me when I begin rambling on?" 

"What'd you say? I wasn't listening." 

"Do you want me to read some more?" 

Clover's Second Leaf 

Kyle and Clover were married by a judge at city hall in Palm Springs, California. Since 
neither one of them wanted to have a church wedding they decided driving to Palm Springs for 
the day would be more romantic than "tying the knot" at the city hall in Los Angeles. Clover had 
never been to Palm Springs, so it was particularly appealing for him. Their plans to be married 
had been kept from the press. All the preparations for their wedding had been surreptitiously 
done, for Kyle was determined to keep it a secret until after the fact. He did not want their 
wedding to turn into a facsimile of a Barnum and Bailey circus, and since he and Clover were the 
first movie stars to take advantage of the recent law in the state of California that said same sex 
couples could marry, it was sure to be a news worthy event even by Hollywood standards. Only a 
few of their closest friends had been invited to come with them to witness their being joined in 
holy matrimony. Somehow, though, word got out about the Kyle Reeves and the Clover O'Gotten 
wedding that was taking place in Palm Springs, so what was supposed to bea small private 
ceremony became a kind of carnival. As soon as Kyle and Clover pulled up in a limousine they 
were surrounded by television cameras, reporters, and a street full of well-wishers. "Where did 
all these people come from?" Mary, who was sitting beside the soon to be wed young men in the 
back of the limousine, asked. 

Mary, as though she were a bodyguard made from a robust material, cleared a path for the 
two men to pass through the crowd. "Let them threw," she demanded. "Let them threw. Let them 
threw." 

Once they were safely inside the judge's chambers, Mary's demeanor became less menacing 
and more motherly, as she stood aside to witness her son's wedding. 

"Do you, Clover O'Gotten take this man to be your lawful husband, for better and for worse, 
through sickness and in health, for as long as you both shall live?" 

"I do," Clover replied. 

"And do you, Kyle Reeves, take this man to be your lawful husband, for better and for 
worse, through sickness and in health, for as long as you both shall live?" 


"I do," Kyle replied. 

"Then by the authority vested in me by the state of California I now pronounce you, 
married!" 

Mary began crying joyfully when she heard the judge pronounce them "married," and she 
cried all throughout the star studded wedding reception, which was later held back in Los 
Angeles at the Beverly Hills hotel. Kyle and Clover had rented the entire patio, for it was the 
place where they had met. A wedding cake with twenty tiers was situated on the table where they 
had shared their first words. Nearly every one of Clover and Kyle's friends had come, and in the 
recent months they had made many new acquaintances. The press was also present, and Kyle, 
being that he was in a jovial mood, welcomed them wholeheartedly. At the reception Mary was 
not quite sure why she was continuing to cry so joyously. She still had many misgivings about 
Clover O'Gotten. She guessed she was glad because her son was so happy, and since Clover was 
the cause of his happiness she tried to set her misgivings aside. As a declaration of her decision 
to show her support she had started to call him "son" during the reception. Believing that Kyle 
was happier than he had ever been, Mary, for the time being, planned on giving her son-in-law 
the benefit of all her doubts. It eased her mind some upon hearing at the reception, that several 
days ago, Clover had insisted on his signing a prenuptial agreement. He even went to the trouble 
of having one drawn up himself. "What's this? You didn't have to do that," Kyle had apparently 
said when he was given the signed document during a dinner at their favorite restaurant. 

"I just want you to know for sure that I'm not marrying you for your money." 

Clover got drunk at the reception, so Kyle, with the help of David O'Casey, had to help him 
into the limousine that was waiting to whisk them away for their honeymoon. 

"How much has he had to drink?" David asked Kyle. 

"Two bottles of Dom Perigon," Kyle replied. 

Clover held up three fingers, as an indication of how many bottles he had drank. "A lot of 
fun you're going to be on our wedding night. You won't even be able to get itup," Kyle 
complained comedically. David and Clover both laughed. David had never returned to Ireland 
like his parents had wanted. Nor had he ever gone to the Grand Canyon like he and Douglas had 
planned. He had stayed in Los Angeles and still lived at the apartment he and Douglas had 
shared. Clover had called David on the day of the funeral for the young actor who had fallen on 
stage during the play Peter Pan. Clover had just arrived in Los Angeles. "Clover, how are you? 
My parents said you might call. No, Ihave to go to a friend's funeral. I can meet you tonight." 
The two men, who had not seen each other since highschool, met at a bar. Over drinks they had 
discussed in great detail Douglas's untimely death. Clover seemed truly sorry to hear about 
David's loss, and for a while David wondered if perhaps he and Clover might start dating. He had 
forgotten until he saw him waiting at the bar how attracted he had been to Clover at Shamrock 
City high, but then Clover called him a few nights later to say that he had met Kyle Reeves, the 
movie star. Thereafter, the three of them had gone out to a nightclub where it was obvious that 
Kyle and Clover were quickly falling in love. 

For their honeymoon the happy couple flew to the Cayman Islands for one week. They had 
booked a two bedroom cottage by the sea, which was ideally located on Grand Cayman Island 
between George Town, the island capital, and West Bay, near a stretch of highway called Seven 
Mile Beach. Kyle had asked his travel agent to find them something secluded, and since it was 
summertime the tourists were not converging to the Cayman Islands like there always were 
during the winter months. For the most part the two high profiled men were left alone, with the 


exception of a few locals asking them for an autograph. In Kyle's opinion, though, the week went 
by far too fast. There was not enough time to see and do everything that they wanted to. They 
did, however, spend a day scuba diving along the colorful coral reef. They sailed to Little 
Cayman and then to Cayman Brac. They spent another day just lying on the white coral sand 
beach baking themselves in the sun. They rented a convertible jeep and drove to a historic town 
called Hell, where they saw the world famous turtle farm that Kyle, a vegetarian, vehemently 
opposed. When the week was up they wanted to stay longer, but they were starting another 
picture together. "I don't ever want to leave," Kyle said while holding Clover's hand, as they 
strolled for the last time along the beach at midnight beneath a full moon. "I could live here with 
you for the rest of my life." 

Upon returning to their cottage they spent their final evening lying in front of the fireplace on 
the hardwood floor. Clover threw another log onto the dying fire and said, "We could come back 
next year for a second honeymoon." 

"Do you think we'll still be married?" Kyle asked deliberately. 

Clover looked at him with a puzzled expression. "Why would you ask such a thing?" 

"I was just wondering," Kyle said, and indeed he was, for the prenuptial agreement, that was 
not worth the paper it was written on, had been plaguing him and had made him wonder aloud. 
The agreement that Clover had given him had not been witnessed. It had not been drawn by a 
lawyer. It had not even been dated. It looked like something that Clover had jotted down and had 
taken to a typist. Furthermore, after dinner Clover had picked it up off the table, had put it into 
his coat pocket, and Kyle had not seen it since. Yet, why go to all that trouble, unless of course 
Clover wanted to deter him from writing a real one? Was Clover afraid that he was going to ask 
him to sign a prenuptial agreement, and so by taking the initiative he could prevent a wrench 
from being thrown into his iniquitous plans? All of this had occurred to Kyle the night before 
their wedding, but somehow he had managed to convince himself that he was being cynical and 
paranoid, for it was possible that Clover's motive's were sincere when he took it upon himself to 
write an agreement. It had actually never occurred to Kyle to have one written himself, and even 
if it had crossed his mind he would never have suggested it to the man he was about to marry, so 
Clover had cast suspicion upon himself for no reason. 

"Well, you can stop wondering. Instead, count on celebrating our fiftieth wedding 
anniversary here," Clover told him, and then they made love on the floor in the heat of the fire 
that Kyle felt was only half as hot as the heat that generated from two of them. 

Looking radiant from a mixture of sun and love they returned to smoggy Los Angeles 
tanned from head to toe. They were co-starring in a stylish remake of Love Story. Clover was to 
play the part of Oliver Barret, formerly done by Ryan O'Neal in the original film, while Kyle got 
to be the dying Jenny Cavilleri, previously played by Ali McGraw. The names of both character's 
had been changed, and of course so was the gender of Jenny Cavilleri. Instead of leukemia, Kyle 
was stricken with AIDS. The script had been rewritten, so that the two homosexual characters 
had lots of gay related conflicts, such as Oliver Barret's father interfering in their lives. As in the 
first movie he was a stodgy wealthy old man, who disapproved of his son's choice in a spouse. 
Instead of poverty being the issue to rattle the old man it was his son's decision to marry a man. 
Both characters were students at Harvard, who fell in love, and in that respect it followed the 
original film. 

Kyle and Clover began shooting Love Story only a few short days after their return from the 
Cayman Islands. When the studio first suggested to them that they make another picture together 


so soon, Kyle had been reluctant. But, audiences wanted to see them together, and since they 
were comfortable working with each other, and because they looked so good together on screen, 
and as the script being offered them was well written, they decided to do it. Clover, however, 
found it very difficult filming the death scene. The people in the make-up department had done a 
splendid job on making Kyle appear ill. "I sit by your hospital bed and watch you die and you're 
so believable that I think you really are, or then I imagine being in that predicament one day for 
real and I start to cry just like my character is supposed to." 

"Well, whatever works. It's better than pulling nose hairs, which is what I had to do when 
filming The Rabble-Rouser. 

As he had done for The Rabble-Rouser and for The Return of Kyle Reeves, Kyle was 
recording a soundtrack for Love Story. They were all original songs written by him specifically 
for the film. "I hate making movies," he would often growl after coming home late from the 
recording studio. "It's so boring sometimes. Today they made me sing the theme song over so 
many times I was ready to scream, but I must admit I sounded much better the thirtieth time than 
I did the first. Still, my heart's just not in it like it was when I was trying to get financial backing 
for The Rabble-Rouser and I was hungry for fame and fortune." 

"Success has made you soft," Clover said. "I know what you mean though, it's not as 
glamorous as I imagined it would be while growing up in Ireland." 

It only took six weeks to shoot the picture. The studio rushed it release, and when the picture 
premiered there was a great deal of publicity focused on the two men. To begin with they had 
dared to turn a classic into a hyped up vehicle for homosexuals, and for doing so they received a 
tremendous amount of flack. Still, the picture was a success, as every film that Kyle Reeves had 
starred in so far was. Clover was now more famous than ever, for in Love Story he was an equal 
co-star. He soon find, though, that so much fame would bring a certain amount of misfortune into 
his life, for suddenly everyone was talking about his past, and more specifically his parents 
murder. Even the newspapers began printing articles about the unsolved O'Gotten murders. All 
kinds of questions of Clover's background arose. It did not take the press long to find out about 
the suspicions that had formed against Clover in his homeland. Then for the sake of his career 
Clover was forced to make a statement proclaiming his absolute innocence to the press, but 
immediately after doing so Clover became moody and despondent until finally Kyle felt that he 
had to bring up the subject. "How much longer will I have to go on defending myself?" Clover 
complained. 

Kyle had never questioned him about some of the mysterious circumstances surrounding his 
parents brutal murder, but now everyone was questioning Kyle. "I don't believe you did for a 
minute. No one who knows you does, but I have to ask you anyway. First of all, if you did kill 
them, I'll try to understand, and I certainly will never tell anyone. Did you murder your parents?" 

Clover, who had been sitting on their sofa in the living room of their Malibu beach house, 
jumped up and shouted, "How could you ask me such a thing?" 

"I'm sorry. It's just all this talk about new evidence they've supposedly found. It's starting to 
scare me for your sake." 

"What new evidence?" Clover asked looking alarmed. 

"You haven't heard?" 

"No." 

"They claim to have found the shotgun that killed them. It was buried in your mother's 
garden, and they're saying that if their killer was a stranger he or she would not have stopped to 


bury the gun in the yard." 

Clover sat back down on the sofa. He did not seem outwardly upset by the news. He actually 
appeared more relaxed. "What does you mother think?" 

"She hasn't said much." 

"I'm surprised." 

"So am I," Kyle replied. 

Having overheard a portion of their conversation Mary, who was in the hallway putting on 
her coat, came directly into the room. "Clover..." 

"Mrs. Stone?" 

"My only concern remains the same. If you intentionally hurt my son in anyway I'll cut out 
your heart and..." 

"Mother, we know, and we don't need to hear the gruesome details everyday of how you're 
going to cut out my husband's heart as some sort of ritualistic revenge. I'm a grown man, mom, I 
can't take care of myself." 

"Of course you can. That's not my point." 

"Then what is?" he asked irritably. 

"I don't know. I just know that if he intentionally hurts you in any way I'll cut..." 

Kyle and Clover both laughed, and so did Mary laugh at herself some when she realized how 
silly she must have sounded to the two young men. Did they know, though, that she was serious 
and would most certainly cut out Clover's heart if he deliberately hurt her son? 

"My cab's here," Mary announced to her son and to her son-in-law, who were sitting beside 
each other on the sofa. 

"Your cab?" Kyle inquired. 

"Yes, I'm going out for a while. Don't wait up," she said. 

Kyle was stunned. His mother never went out alone at night. "What do you mean, you're 
going out? Where to?" 

"I'm a grown woman. Mind your own business," she replied lightly. "And don't worry, I 
won't be long." 

Mary went to see the private detective that she had phoned earlier in the day. She had made 
an appointment for that evening, as it was the earliest the detective was able to see her. She had 
no idea, however, when agreeing to come that his office was in such a seedy section of the city. 
She told the cab driver to wait. 

"Sure thing lady, but I gotta keep the meter running." 

"Just make sure you wait," she said. 

Once inside the detective's excessively dirty office she was asked to sit down on dilapidated 
desk chair directly across from the detective in question. Earlier in the day she had not discussed 
any details about what she wanted done. "Does he follow people?" was the only question that she 
had asked the detective's seductive sounding secretary. 

"Harry? He can stay on the heels of whomever you want," his secretary had said. 

"I don't want the person to know he's being followed," Mary explained. 

"Harry's very discreet," the secretary assured her. 

"I don't have a lot of money. Here," Mary presently said, as she proceeded in passing him a 
stack of twenty dollar bills. "There's five hundred dollars, and I can get more when I have to." 

"Now, this Clover fellow, what is it you want me to find out?" the detective asked while 
appraising the woman before him. Good quality clothes, but nothing glamorous or outrageously 


expensive. A down to earth woman. A real looker in her day. The overly protective mother type 
with an extremely rich and famous faggot for a son. 

"I want you to find out everything, everything there is to know." 

"May I ask why?" 

"He's suspected of murder and he's married to my son." 

"I see." 

"I doubt that very much," Mary said, as she stood up haughtily and left his office, for he was 
after all an obvious alcoholic and an odious sort of man. 


"I like Kyle's mother, Mary. She's feisty. She reminds me of your mother," Joseph said. 
"They're alike in some ways," John admitted. 

"I've noticed reading your books over the past few years that a lot of what you write is 
autobiographical, but because you are basically a fiction novelist no one would ever suspect, 
unless they knew you personally," Joseph said. 

"That's true. I draw a lot from my own experiences, but it will be up to my biographers to 
figure out what's fact and what's fiction. Of course that's assuming someone ever reads my novels 
and publishes them." 

"They'll be published." 

"I hate it when you're so positive. How can you be so sure?" 

"I'm not sure. I mean I'm not sure why I'm so sure. I just know that eventually your books 
will be read by millions of people." 

"You've been telling me that for years. If I had half your faith and conviction I probably 
would have been published long ago." 

"Maybe not. I think it was meant to be." 

"You mean my dying unknown and unpublished?" 

"Yeah, I think that fate intended it that way. Things have a strange way of happening for a 
reason. And to me your whole life seems very mystical and preordained. The way you began 
writing in grade six. The poem that was rejected by your peers in grade eight. The way you've 
plunged into one novel after another after another never letting anything or anyone get in your 
way. There has to be a higher reason for your having written them. I believe all the effort and 
time you put into them will keep them from falling into oblivion. And didn't you begin wnting 
The Cure of the Crimson Colored Clover, a story about AIDS, before you found out you were 
HIV positive? It was destiny." 

"Maybe subconsciously I knew that I was infected? Or maybe it was just a coincidence that I 
began the book when I did? After all, AIDS has been on my mind for many years. I've known 
several people that have died from the disease. And I've been fearful for a long time of having 
contracted the virus myself. But, we'll never know for sure why I began writing about AIDS a 
few months before I found out I was HIV positive. Nor will I ever know if my books will be read 
by millions of people." 

"We might if there's an afterlife, but since neither one of us believe in life after death it's 
doubtful. You don't believe, do you?" 


"Not most of the time. For a while I was into reincarnation and karma and all that spiritual 
stuff, but before long I started having serious doubts. As for the Bible's version of heaven I 
wouldn't want to go even if it does exist, which I don't believe it does. There's no way I want to 
spend eternity surrounded by the same people I've had to tolerate for thirty three years here on 
earth. The most hateful people I've ever seen are Christian fanatics. It's frightening the way they 
froth at the mouth. It's like ok supposing, just supposing, homosexuality is a horrible sin, well 
why are these plastic looking people preaching to us. God, if there is a God, which seriously 
doubt, is the only one who has the right to do that. But assuming there is a God and if He or She 
doesn't like me having had sex with men then I'll answer to Him or Her. What business is it of 
the people here on earth whom I go to bed with? Keep your filthy hateful mouths shut you 
miserable hypocrites, because hearing your hatred is hardly going to stop me from being a 
homosexual. And if nature had never intended for homosexuality to exist then nature would not 
have created us." 

"Well, never mind all that. Get back to Kyle and Clover. I've listened to you complaining for 
the past ten years about the injustices in the world. Tell me something I haven't heard. We'll find 
out soon enough if there is life after death." 

"Well, all I can say is that if there is an afterlife I'd better not have to associate with so many 
fucking morons, or I may not be strong enough this time around to stop myself from turning into 
the most vicious serial killer imaginable. I don't know how many times I have contemplated 
systematically wiping out the human race one by one..." 

"You've told me before. The book!" 

Smiling sheepishly at himself for rambling on, John picked up the manuscript and began to 
read, but no sooner had he started the next chapter when Joseph interrupted him by asking if John 
thought that one day there really would be a cure for AIDS. 

He stopped reading and thought for a moment. "I don't know. Some people say it's just a 
matter of time, while others say it's unlikely. Of course, like life after death, no one knows for 
sure, but it's a virus and so is the common cold, which they have not been able to find a cure for, 
though I'm sure they have searched much harder to find a cure for AIDS than they ever have for 
the common cold. Some scientists think there's more chance of discovering a vaccine than a cure, 
and that the only hope for those already infected is to find drugs to continually ward off the virus 
and the various afflictions that accompany it." 

"That's awfully bleak, because you can't fight off even one half of the AIDS related diseases. 
They can't cure blindness caused by CMV retinitis, or Kaposi's Sarcoma, or dementia, or 
wasting." 

"You don't have to tell me those are just some of the reasons why we're here." 

"I'm sorry I brought up the subject. Go on with the book," Joseph said, but John did not seem 
to hear him or if he did he ignored Joseph's request by continuing to talk. 

"Right now, the only sure way to eradicate the disease from the face of the earth is for 
everyone to practice abstinence, or at the very least super safe sex. Then after several generations 
all the infected people will be dead, but I doubt very much if the human race has that much 
discipline at it's disposal. Still, all sex whether you're married, single, gay, or straight, sixteen, or 
seventy five, should not be practiced without protection, a latex condom. And why is it, I 
wonder, that there are some condoms that aren't latex and don't have nonoxynol-9? 

"What do you mean?" Joseph asked. 

"Well, nonoxynol-9 is supposed to kill the HIV virus on contact, and latex condoms are 


supposed to be the safest, so why are there so many other condoms on the market? Are they for 
people who want to practice unsafe sex with a condom? They should be taken off the market, and 
there should be a law passed that people who don't use latex condoms with nonoxynol-9 receive 
the death penalty." 

Joseph laughed, for it was obvious to him that John was in one of his demented states. 
"There already is a death penalty for not wearing a latex condom, it's called AIDS." 

"And," John continued irrationally, "couples who want to procreate should be artificially 
inseminated. There should be no sex without condoms period until this disease is stopped dead in 
it's tracks and even then we should wait another fifty years or a hundred years. How can a wife 
trust even her husband with her life. No love is ever worth dying for no matter what romantic 
notions one might have, and regardless of what has been written in fairy tale romance novels. 
Mere marriage or promises of fidelity do not guarantee monogamy, or insure that your partner 
wasn't previously infected. It only takes one unprotected encounter to contract the virus. Men 
have affairs. Women have affairs. And everyone is driven by the urge to suck and fuck and..." 

"Why don't you pour us another drink and then get on with the book," Joseph said 
impatiently, because he positively did not want to be reminded at the moment about how stupid 
he had been to have unprotected sex at a time when he had known better. Particularly when he 
was presently paying such a high price, and the closer he was getting to the end the less he 
supposed he wanted to dwell on the reasons for his present predicament. Since Joseph did not 
want to hear about anything AIDS related, had he known what the next chapter was about he may 
not have been so eager for John to continue reading. 

Clover's Third Leaf 

"Mother! How could you?" 

"It was very easy. I just did what I had to do." 

"What you had to? You didn't have to do any such thing." 

"Well, someone had to," she said in defense of her having hired a private detective. 

"I can't believe this. I can't believe that even you could do something so underhanded. I 
mean, how could you, mother?" 

"I told you, it was easy. I just looked in the telephone directory under private investigators." 

"Don't try to be funny. I'm too angry. What were you hoping to find out when you hired 
him?" 

"The truth," Mary replied. 

"The truth?" 

"Yes." 

"The truth about what?" 

"The truth about you husband, Clarence Clover O'Gotten." 

"You know the truth," he replied, though at the time he had no idea what truth they were 
talking about. 

"I know no such thing, and neither do you," Mary said. 

"I know the only truth that I need to know, and that is that he loves me. Now what truth are 
you talking about?" he demanded. 

"I wanted to find out whether he killed his parents or not?" 

Kyle was stunned. "Of course he didn't kill his parents. Do you think I'd have married 
someone if I thought for one moment that they were a murderer?" 

"Of course not, but are you telling me that you know for sure that he didn't." 


"Yes," Kyle replied. 

"That's nonsense. No one knows the truth except for his parents and the person or persons 
responsible for their death. And I find it suspicious that Clover didn't mention anything about 
him being a suspect until it came out in the papers." 

"Didn't you say some time ago that you believed he was innocent?" Kyle asked. 

"I know, and I'm sorry, but I've realized that just because I might believe he's not guilty does 
not mean he's innocent." 

"So, did you discover the truth?" he asked coldly. 

"Not entirely," she told him. 

"What do you mean, not entirely?" 

"Well, I didn't find out anything in regards to his parents murder." 

"I don't understand any of this. I thought you cared about Clover?" Kyle asked. 

"I do, but that's not the issue here. Finding out the truth is what matters, and for the record I 
would never turn him over to the authorities. I mean it when I say that as long as he doesn't hurt 
you intentionally in any way..." 

"Did it occur to you that if this detective you hired does find something incriminating against 
Clover he could turn it over to the police, or black mail us?" 

"No, I never thought about that." 

Kyle shook his head. He was so angry he had to take several deep breaths before he trusted 
himself to speak. "He didn't murder his parents," he stated with a deliberate calmness. 

"Well, that we don't know for sure, yet." 

"I know for sure, and that's all that matters, you..." he began in a fury, but his mother 
interrupted him before he could finish what surely would have been a series of insults to her 
character. 

"I found out something else," she said. "Something you don't know. At least I don't think you 
do? Something I admit has made me forget all about the murders." 

"What? What? What did you find out?" Kyle asked with a disdainful tone of voice and a 
challenging look in his dark eyes. 

"I found out that Clover has been going to see a doctor in Beverly Hills. A specialist." 

Kyle became immediately alarmed. His face was full of concern. "What kind of specialist?" 
he demanded. 

"I think you'd better sit down, and I think I'd better as well," Mary said upon falling 
dramatically onto the sofa. 

Kyle stayed standing, and he kept on glaring at his mother with hostility. "I'm waiting." 

"The doctor he's been going to see is... an AIDS specialist." 

Kyle was stunned, so much so that he could barely bring himself to ask, "Are you sure?" 

"The detective said he's visited the clinic every Friday afternoon for the past six weeks." 

"He plays tennis with David every Friday afternoon," Kyle replied righteously, but right after 
having done so he realized how hollow his voice had sounded, and how it was a hollow defense 
for the case of Clover's whereabouts. It was precisely six weeks ago that he had supposedly taken 
up tennis. 

"He's never been near a tennis court," Mary told him. 

"Well, so what? Maybe he has some other reason for going to see this doctor." 

"For both your sakes, I hope so," Mary said. 

"We practice safe sex, mother. You don't have to worry about me, but how could Clover 


have gotten it. He told me that I was the first." 

Mary laughed and in doing so she drew up, as though from a deep well, the bitterness that 
she had for men. "And you believed him?" 

"I still do," Kyle retorted angrily. "I have no reason not to, and neither do you." 

"Well, the only other explanation is that he contracted the virus, if indeed he does have it, 
after you were married." 

"Thank you, that's an even worse scenario," Kyle croaked weakly, but then he quickly 
regained control of his senses, which became self-evident in his voice. "First of all, before we 
jump to anymore conclusions Ihave to confront him. How, I don't know? Mary hired a private 
detective to follow you around town, to check up on your past, and to find out if you were the 
homicidal maniac that put the O'Gotten's into an early grave." Outraged, Kyle shook his head in 
disbelief. 

"Don't be angry, Kyle. I did it for you." 

"I'm not angry at you. I'm angry at Clover, and at myself, and at the state of California." 

"Why are you mad at the state of California?" Mary asked. 

"For making it possible for me to get legally married," Kyle replied with far more bitterness 
than even Mary herself had stored for such occasions. "I want you to promise me something," he 
said. 

"Anything," Mary answered. 

"I don't want you to mention any of this to Clover." 

"I wouldn't dream of it." 

"And I want you to tell the detective that you will no longer be needing his services. Do you 
understand?" 

"Of course. I call him first thing in the morning." 

Kyle leaned back on the sofa and lit a cigarette. "God!" he exclaimed. 

"Don't be angry at him," Mary said. 

"I would be if I believed for one moment that he exists." 

For Clover, as is usually the case with anyone who is told they are terminally ill, it was the 
most devastating news of his life. Upon finding out that he was HIV positive he almost fainted. 
His life, as he knew it, was hurled helterskelter into the scariest nightmare imaginable. For he, 
who thrived on being perfect, on being successful, on being a being who stuffed itself full of 
goals for it's future, the symptoms that would inevitably show up sooner or later terrified him. So 
did the fact that he could no longer see any future for himself. And as he had said to the doctor 
who had diagnosed him, "Don't tell me there's hope. How can I have hope when there is no cure. 
Sure, a positive attitude and the proper lifestyle might possibly lengthen the span of my life 
some, but the bottom line is there's no cure." He shook his head. "I just can't believe there's a 
deadly virus living inside of me, and that there is absolutely nothing that I can do about it." 
Clover was told that his T-cells were dangerously low. He was warned to be careful about 
coming into contact with any opportunistic infections, for they could very well be the death of 
him. And due to the rapid decline of his immune system the doctor concluded that in all 
likelihood he had been infected with a strong strain of the virus. After receiving the results of his 
HIV test, and after being forewarned about some of the harrowing ramifications, Clover was 
referred to an AIDS specialist, whom he saw that same afternoon and every Friday following. 
After a series of tests to determine whether he had such things as tuberculosis or the Hepatitis B 
virus, Clover left the doctor's office that first day fully dejected. Driving around pell-mell in 


downtown Los Angeles he found himself concerned with having to inform Kyle. He decided then 
to keep his diagnoses from Kyle for as long as he could. Later, on several occasions, even though 
he tried, he realized he was actually unable to tell Kyle. So he kept the news ofhis HIV status to 
himself. Meanwhile, he became a hypochondriac of sorts. He saw it as a matter of survival. A 
sneeze from someone nearby could cause him to catch a cold, which he had been told could turn 
into pneumonia. He was deathly afraid of dementia, the loss of his faculties, and Kaposi's 
Sarcoma, one of the most noticeable and recognizable manifestations of the disease petrified 
him. He decided he would never be able to go outdoors, so he prayed for a quick death, but death 
in any form was such an unpleasant thought to Clover that he could seldom think about his own 
mortality. He was a man no where near ready to face what every life form must eventually face. 
Nor could he endeavor to undertake any type of arrangements for his demise, such as a living 
will, or power of attorney, or a choice of burial. For some time after being told that he was HIV 
positive he purposely forced himself not to think about it altogether, and this stage of denial had 
been going on for six weeks now. Keeping the news to himself, however, had become more and 
more unbearable with the passing of time. Lately, whenever he looked at Kyle he wanted to burst 
into tears, but no matter how hard he tried, and he tried several times, he could never bring 
himself to say the words Human Immunodeficiency Virus, or Acquired Immune Deficiency 
Syndrome. Once he had almost given himself away when he had been forced to fib about his 
Friday afternoon outings. It was not so much anything he said, for Kyle had no reason to doubt he 
and David were playing tennis, it was the fact that he had very nearly burst into tears at the time. 

Kyle did not confront him right away. After Mary told him of her discovery, and he had 
come to the only conclusion he could, that Clover was quite possibly HIV positive, he wanted to 
be more certain before asking Clover. When they made love, the night that Mary told him, Kyle 
not only double checked to make sure that Clover was wearing acondom he deliberately felt the 
lymph nodes on the back of Clover's neck. He was more surprised than he should have been to 
feel how severely swollen they were. Their habit of taking a shower together after having sex 
gave him the perfect opportunity to scrutinize Clover's body for any suspicious sores or marks, 
but there were none that he could see. Clover did not have night sweats, nor could Kyle discern 
any noticeable weight loss. But those lymph nodes on the back of his neck were three times their 
regular size. What else could they be from? he asked himself. When he finally did confront 
Clover it was in a circumventive manner. "A friend of mine in New York called today. She just 
found out she's HIV positive." Clearly, he saw Clover's frozen reaction, which was reason 
enough for Kyle to reel. 

"That's too bad," Clover stammered. 

Kyle waited, yet Clover did not volunteer any information of his own accord. He continued 
as casually as he could. "So I've been thinking that maybe we should get tested together?" 

"We were both tested before we got married," Clover answered, and then he began to cry 
uncontrollably. Kyle was on the verge of doing the same, but since he did not want to betray his 
mother by giving away the fact that she had found out in a most underhanded manner, he fought 
back his tears, and asked, "What's wrong? What is it?" He also jumped up and rushed over to 
Clover, who was leaning against their bureau weeping. "What's the matter? Tell me what's 
wrong?" he urged when Clover remained unwilling to do so himself. "Whatever it is, you can tell 
me." 

"I couldn't tell you. I just couldn't tell you," Clover cried out. 

"Tell me what?" Kyle asked and by now he could no longer contain his own tears. He took 


Clover in his arms, and while whimpering, he asked, "What is it?" 

"I'm positive," Clover replied, and there was a long pause of silence in which Clover 
managed to regain his composure some by sniffing several times. "I'm HIV positive." 

"Really," was the only reply that Kyle could utter, for his throat had become constricted. 
"When did you find out?" he then asked much more calmly than he would have if he had just 
found out, but Clover was too distraught to notice the irregularity. 

"Ah, about six or seven weeks ago." 

"You've kept it to yourself all this time? You could have told me. I didn't even know you 
were upset." 

"I'm a good actor," Clover replied, while trying to hold back another outburst of tears. 

Clover sat down on the edge of their bed. Kyle went and sat down next to him. He put his 
arms around Clover to comfort him. He buried his face in Clover's neck, and then reassuringly, 
he said, "It will be all right." 

"How?" Clover asked in despair. 

"I don't know, but it will be. I promise." 

"I want you to commit euthanasia," Clover announced. 

Kyle sat up. He looked directly at him. "What?" 

"I've thought it all through. When the time comes I want us to go back to the Cayman 
Islands. We'll rent a sail boat. Then when we're out at sea I want you to shoot me and throw my 
body overboard. I don't want to linger on and waste away. The Cayman Islands were so beautiful, 
and we were so happy there on our honeymoon. If I have to die I want it to be in a place where I 
have nothing but pleasant memories." 

Kyle cut him off. "I could never kill you." 

"I've thought of that," Clover said. 

"I love you," Kyle cried. 

"If you love me you can do it, but if you can't, I'll take some sleeping pills, and you can just 
stay with me until it's over." 

"Don't talk like that. It's too soon. Besides, I don't know how to sail a boat, and some people 
can be HIV positive and live for years." 

"We'll get a motor boat, and I'm not saying that I want to do it today or tomorrow or even the 
day after that. I'm just saying that when the time comes I don't want spend my last days in a 
hospital bed. I want my final breath of air to be fresh. And, I only want to be with you. You can 
do it. You have to. I love you. I'd do the same and more for you." 

Kyle did not reply right away. Finally, he said, "Yes, I'm sure if it comes to that I could put 
you out of your misery, but right now you're not sick, or are you? Do you have any symptoms?" 

"My lymph nodes are swollen, but that means they're working so it's sort of a good sign. The 
glands in my throat swell up sometimes. My T-cell count is very low. I get nauseous and some 
days I have diarrhea, but otherwise I'm fine. Eventually, though, it's inevitable. I can hope all I 
want, but there is no cure." 

"Not yet, but maybe there will be soon," Kyle said. "I've read all kinds of promising reports 
about experimental drugs, and there are lots of different holistic approaches we can take. We'll 
both start exercising more and eating better. It certainly won't hurt me any. You should consume 
lots of protein, and start taking vitamin supplements." 

Clover nodded and said, "We'll try." But, the only thing on Clover's mind, regarding his 
prognoses, was returning to the Cayman Islands with Kyle when the time came. The Caribbean 


sea with all it's tranquility and warmth was appealing to him at present. And painless euthanasia 
was certainly more appealing than the agony and the endless suffering he saw in the near future. 
Sitting, slumped over, on the edge of the bed he suddenly laughed. "I overheard some people at 
the studio talking about AIDS while we were filming Love Story. It was the day we shot your 
death scene. They were talking about it being a punishment from God and about putting infected 
people on an island like they did with tuberculous patients and victims of leprosy hundreds of 
years ago. They were saying how they always avoided people with AIDS, because they were 
afraid of catching it." 

"That's absurd," Kyle said. "No one can be that misinformed anymore. They would have to 
have strong prejudices to think like that, and there lucky that I didn't overhear them, because I 
would have had them fired from the studio immediately. Do you remember who they were?" he 
asked jumping up ready to do battle with the same bigots who had been censuring him since 
puberty. 

"No," Clover replied, for at the time he had turned his back on them after only laughing 
disdainfully in their general direction. At the time, though, he had no idea that he himself was 
infected with the virus, for if he had, he thought now, he might certainly have acted differently, 
even dangerously. 

"You'd better get tested," he told Kyle, as he struggled to keep himself from crying again. The 
very thought of Kyle being infected, through fault of his own, scared Clover almost as much as 
the future illnesses he faced. 

"We've always practiced safe sex, but I'll get tested just to be sure. Do you know how you 
might have contracted it?" Kyle finally managed to ask what had been plaguing his mind ever 
since his mother had put forth the same question. 

Clover shook his head. A vacant expression filled his eyes. "No, I have no idea." 

"What do you mean? How could you not know?" Kyle asked compassionately, but Clover 
could not or would not give him an answer. Instead, he said nothing, so for the moment, Kyle let 
the matter go. He knew, though, that Clover had to have some idea of how he contracted the 
virus. For after all, the HIV virus that causes AIDS can not be contracted by shaking hands with 
an infected person, nor can it be transmitted through breathing the same air, or sharing the same 
utensils, as so many people are still ignorant enough to believe even in the year 2000 and some. 

"Why are you crying?" John asked, for when he looked up from his manuscript he saw tears 
running down Joseph's face. He appeared to have been weeping with more passion that even 
Clover had done in the pages John had just finished reading. 

"While I was listening to you I was thinking about all the people that have died from AIDS. 
Now Clover and Kyle and the two of us and thousands more. It's just so sad and so senseless." 

"I try putting it into perspective by comparing it to other epidemics like leprosy or the 
bubonic plague. You can't take AIDS personally. I mean, first of all we're far from being alone in 
dealing with this disease, and it's no more tragic than dying from an incurable cancer, or being 
killed in a car accident, or dying of old age for that matter." 

"How can you say it's no worse than dying of old age? Right now the highest rate of 
mortality amongst teenagers is from AIDS. They're losing their entire future to this fucking 
disease." 

"I'm just saying that we all came into the world with a guarantee that one day we were going 
to die. To my knowledge no one has ever been born who didn't have to die. But, you're right in 
regards to the loss of time, for that is where the real tragedy lies." 


"I'm not sure I want to hear the rest of your book. It's too heart breaking," Joseph said 
forlornly with his one good eye fixed, as if against his will, on the manuscript. "It's making me 
depressed." 

"Do you want me to stop?" John asked. 

"I don't know? No, I guess not now. I've read all of your other novels. I just wish you had 
chosen a more cheerful topic. It's very difficult hearing about it." 

"Well, imagine how hard it was for me to write." 

Joseph looked up at his friend with an expression of surprise on his face that soon turned to 
one of empathy. "Now I know why you used to phone me everyday complaining about being 
more depressed than you'd ever been. You kept bitching about how much you hated writing. How 
glad you would be when the book was finally done. How you were never going to write another 
novel even if you lived long enough. I thought you were exaggerating as usual, but now I 
understand what you must have been going through." 

"It wasn't so bad. It was actually therapeutic in way. That was only last summer, though, and 
already it seems like a lifetime ago. It seems like time goes by even faster when you have so little 
of it left." 

"I know, I feel the same. It seems like only yesterday when I was diagnosed." 

"Part of the reason too that it was hard writing this novel was because it was summertime 
and I was afraid that I was going to be dead by fall. I wanted to spend the summer outdoors being 
in touch with the world one last time. I guess I wanted to say my good-byes, but, I was in the 
middle of a book, a book that was about AIDS, so I felt an urgent need to finish it. Nothing else 
mattered, particularly my own personal happiness." 

"How far along were you with book when you found out you were positive?" Joseph asked. 

"I had finished my first draft of the novel just before the two of us went to get tested in 
Toronto. Then I went out west, remember. I was on my way to British Columbia on a bus when I 
noticed my lymph nodes were swollen. That was the first I suspected that it had finally happened. 
Then a few days later in Vancouver, I was smoking a lot of pot, and not writing as usual, when 
the glands in my neck swelled up so much that I looked, as you pointed out earlier, like a blow- 
fish. By then I was convinced that the test I had in Toronto would come back positive." 

"It's funny the way we found out on the same day even though I was in Toronto and you were 
in Vancouver. How did you get your results?" 

"When my glands became swollen I went to see a doctor in Vancouver. He got the results 
from the free clinic in Toronto where we were both tested. But, what's even funnier is while I was 
waiting for the results of my test to come back I got a phone call from a trick. He told me up 
front that he had full blown AIDS. He just wanted some company for a couple of hours. I told 
him it was no problem and went over to his apartment. He was in bad shape, but the funny thing 
is I did needles for the first time in my life. As you know I've never injected cocaine I've always 
just smoked it or snorted it, but for some reason I felt that I was ready, or maybe I just didn't care 
anymore. I was really paranoid about making sure we kept our needles separate, but of course I 
was already positive long before then. I didn't know it at the time for sure, but I can remember 
sitting on his sofa stoned, and just knowing that it was only a matter of time before I was in as 
bad a shape as him. Still, I had a small amount of hope that I was negative, until a few days later 
when I went in and got my results. I'll always remember the way the doctor, who didn't know I 
was able to see him from where I was sitting, pursed his lips and blew out a breath of air before 
shaking his head rather regretfully from side to side. I knew while watching him that he was 


reading the results of my HIV test at the time. Anyway, he called me in and displaying a brave 
smile I told him the results of my test. Then when I was leaving his office I happened to sniff, 
probably as a result of the coke binge I'd just been on, but he immediately looked up in concern 
because he thought I was crying, which of course I wasnt. I haven't cried once. I just simply 
refuse to feel any pity for myself. I did cry, as you know, when you phoned me that same night 
with the news that you were positive as well. I admit, though, that I didn't shed too many tears. I 
wanted to and I tried for your sake, but I guess I'm just so jaded it's no longer possible. I can't 
imagine what it would take to make me cry. Anyway, the week after I found out that I was HIV 
positive all I wanted to do was enjoy life as much as possible. I wanted to spend all my time 
outdoors living life to it's fullest. I wanted to go bungee jumping, and hang gliding, and 
parachuting. I wanted to do all the things that I had always been afraid to do. I've always had a 
phobia about fast cars, which went away in that first week. The idea of being killed instantly in a 
car crash became far less frightening a prospect. Still, I wanted to appreciate every moment that I 
was alive and I would have except I was committed to writing this novel, soI moved back east, 
back in with my mother. I spent the entire summer working indoors, chain smoking, drinking 
coffee, in a small Ontario town. A town that I have despised since the first day that I went there 
to visit my sister. I've always known that being an artist was not going to be easy, but when I 
began writing I was naive enough to think that I'd be famous right after finishing my first book 
Kyle Reeves. Yet, here I am six novels later and I'm as hungry as ever." 

"I'm hungry too," Joseph said, but he was referring to food not fame. 

"There's nothing left to eat," John said after searching through their satchel. 

"We didn't even bring any water with us. We're going to die out here of dehydration and 
starvation." 

"Don't worry, we'll be dead long before that ever happens." 


"I was just being dramatic. Do you think that you'd have been happier if you'd never become 
a writer?" Joseph asked. 

"I don't think I would have lived as long as Ihave. The books that I've written are the only 
things that have kept me going all these years. I probably would have killed myself long ago, or 
else I would have been a chronic drug user and would have overdosed accidentally. I've always 
had that small bit of hope, however, that one day I would be published, or that what I was doing 
was important. Also the joy I feel when creating a new novel is far better than the highs I've 
gotten off any drug. Even though writing was never easy it was always fulfilling." 

"Nothing is easy," Joseph said. "Living is hard. Dying is hard. Pursuing your dream is hard." 

"Yeah, but don't you think that not pursuing your dream is hardest thing to do, because 
where there's no hope there can be no happiness." 

"We certainly don't have any hope," Joseph plaintively replied. 

"We're not talking about the dying we're talking about the living. But, you're right. After I 
was diagnosed I had to disregard a lot of long-term dreams. What I noticed most, though, was the 
way my priorities drastically changed, and for the better I believe. Everything that I had 
previously considered so important no longer mattered. It was almost a liberating experience. To 
begin with I no longer had to live with the fear that one day I was going to get AIDS, [already 
had it. And also, since I've always had a negative outlook on life the knowledge that I was finally 
going to leave this world, as emotionally painful as the prospect sometimes is, was something I 
was looking forward to. I still am, for in a way I'm very hopeful about going to a better place. 


Unfortunately, I'm also an agnostic borderline atheist, so it's only occasionally that I allow myself 
to be hopeful about the hereafter. My only concern was, and still is, how my death is going to 
affect my mother. I know that by killing myself here in the Caribbean I'm denying her my last 
days, but the idea of her trying to comfort me on a cot in her living room, watching her grieve 
before I'm even gone, and grieve not so much for me or for the fact that I'm dying, but because 
she is going to miss me, is too unbearable for my personality. Ican't stand emotionalism in 
myself, so the mere thought of a scene so maudlin is suffocating for me. And like I said I refuse 
to leave this world with tears in my eyes, which would surely be the case if I were to die in the 
arms of my grief-stricken mother. I came to the Cayman Islands because I needed to feel a sense 
of freedom, a sense of having no ties here on earth. Of course that's a falsehood, for I still have 
many ties that only death itself will severe. My mother remains very attached to me. Of her three 
children I'm the closest to her, which is another reason I always stopped myself in the past 
whenever I became suicidal. I would tell myself that I couldn't die before her, because it's 
unnaturalness would hurt her unnecessarily, but now it's out of my hands." 

"She knows, doesn't she?" Joseph inquired. 

"That I am here to kill myself? Well, she will in a few days. Like you, I wrote her a good-bye 
letter explaining why I had to do it this way. You wrote your mother too after you phoned her, 
didn't you?" 

"We mailed them at the same time," Joseph said. 

"I don't remember," John replied. 

"I just hope both our mothers are all right afterwards," Joseph said. 

"In my letter I told her that I'd be watching over her and that when her time came I'd be 
waiting for her." 

"That's funny, I told mine the same thing over the phone a few weeks ago, but do you really 
believe that?" Joseph asked. 

"Well, like I said I'm very nearly agnostic, but if there is life after death I will certainly try to 
comfort her anyway Ican. At the time, though, I was just trying to ease her grief by giving her a 
glimmer of hope that somehow I wasn't going to be entirely gone." 

"Let's not talk about our mothers anymore. I don't want to start crying again. I've already got 
a pain in my good eye." 

"Do you want me to read some more?" 

"Yeah, that's a good idea." 

"Are you sure?" 

"I'm positive. I just realized that your book is no where near as depressing as our own lives." 

John laughed. "What makes you say that?" 

"Because no matter how tragic anything might be that you read to me it's only fiction and 
this, this is real life." 

The Fairy's Tale 

Clover became obsessed with making another picture as soon as possible. He felt like he did 
not have much time, and in fact he had even less time than he feared. He had been reading scripts 
everyday for the past month from morning until night, but so far he had found nothing that he 
liked, let alone something that he could become passionate about. Kyle had been tested for the 
HIV virus and ten days later he had received the results, which were negative. Clover was 
relieved. Kyle was as well, but he was also confused about his feelings, for he wasn't sure he 
wanted to go on living without Clover. The idea of them dying together had become almost 


enticing to his romantic nature. Then one night while contemplating a double suicide, he looked 
at his mother, who was sitting in the living room watching the television, and he knew that he 
had to outlive Mary. She was emotionally very attached to her son, and since it is always more 
tragic when an offspring passes away before a parent, the pain that his premature death would 
bring her brought him to his senses. That evening any thoughts that Kyle might have had about 
killing himself with Clover were gone for good, and he knew then, that after the inevitable 
happened, he would somehow have to get on with his life. 

It was Kyle who came upon the script that Clover would eventually film. It was actually 
given to Kyle by a director at the studio, who thought he would be perfect. Kyle said he was 
unavailable, even though he wasn't, for as soon as he read it he knew that it was the well-scripted 
dramatic part that Clover had been searching for. It was called The Fairy's Tale. After he 
convinced the studio that Clover would be much better suited for the role he phoned Clover, who 
was carrying a cellular phone. Without giving him a reason he told Clover to meet him at home. 
"I've found the perfect picture," he explained when Clover, upon arriving home, demanded to 
know what was so urgent that it could not wait. Clover read it right threw that afternoon and after 
doing so he was nearly in tears. 

The Fairy's Tale was about the many highly imaginative misadventures of a young gay man, 
hence it's title. "I would kill to get this part," Clover stated. 

"Well, you don't have to. It's yours if you want it." 

"Want it? I love it." 

"I thought you would." 

"You've read it?" Clover asked. 

Kyle nodded, and tried to think of some way to change the subject. He did not want Clover 
to know that the picture had been offered to him. 

"They wanted you, didn't they?" 

It was too late, Kyle thought, and he could not look at Clover and lie. "It was offered to me, 
but only because the director knows me personally. I told him that I thought you were better 
suited, and as soon as I mentioned your name he agreed." 

"And you're sure you don't want it?" Clover asked. 

"I think I'm too old, but thanks for asking and for caring." 

"You're not too old. You don't look much older than me." 

"Much?" Kyle kidded. 

"You know what I mean. You look great." 

"How great?" Kyle asked. 

"Great enough for me to make love to you right this minute. Get over here." 

No one at the studio knew that Clover was HIV positive. No one but Clover, Kyle, Mary, his 
doctors, knew. The private detective that Mary had hired suspected, but he had no proof. And 
since Clover had no obvious symptoms, Kyle suggested they keep it a secret for as long as 
possible. "I'm not sure, but if the studio found out they may not want to insure you for the picture. 
They can be real pricks." Kyle pointed out. 

Except for the symptoms already described, Clover was feeling up to par when filming 
began on the picture. As the filming progressed, however, Clover found himself under a great 
deal of pressure. Not only was he becoming increasingly symptomatic, almost daily he had 
shouting matches with the director, and the police were continuing to question him on several 
occasions about the murder of his parents. Clover stuck to his story. "I was asleep!" 


"I wish they'd leave him alone," Kyle complained to Mary, who wished the same, for she had 
become very fond of Clover. The tenderness and the warmth that Clover continually showered 
upon her son had finally convinced her that Clover had no intention of ever deliberately hurting 
her son. It was now obvious to her that he was sincere when he said that he loved Kyle. 
Subsequently, her heart broke every time she thought about his dying. She subscribed to the 
"American Medical Journal." She began reading everything she could on experimental drugs that 
were forever cropping up bringing with them the promise of a cure. But, they all had dilapidating 
side effects, or were unavailable in the United States, or in the end they proved to be filled with 
false hope for they did not work. She attended the AIDS Committee of Los Angeles meetings on 
a regular basis. She brought home books from the library and pamphlets from a variety of 
sources. She sought out all sorts of holistic herbs. She made Clover consume a score of vitamins 
each morning and evening. She became more knowledgeable than Kyle or Clover on HIV and 
AIDS. She was fighting for her son-in-law's life, and therefore her son's as well. She hated to 
think of what would become of Kyle after Clover was gone. Kyle was so in love she doubted 
very much if he would survive the loss. She could clearly recall her own misery when Kyle's 
father had killed himself and she not want her son to suffer the same. 

Clover worked very hard on the picture. There were days when he did not feel well, or was 
just simply weak, but he would rise at five a.m. and force himself to go to work. Kyle usually 
drove him to the studio, and some days he stayed on the set as a source of support. At night Kyle 
helped him with his lines and with the constant development of his character. "I think they're 
starting to suspect," Clover calmly stated one evening. 

"The police?" Kyle asked. 

"No, the cast and crew. People have started whispering behind my back." 

"About your parents death?" 

"No, about my being sick," Clover said. 

"What makes you think that? You don't look sick." 

"I'm losing weight, and I've got that look." 

"What look?" Kyle asked, though he had an idea of what Clover was referring to. People 
with a fatal illness often have an aura that says they are not going to be on this earth for very 
long. 

"The look of death," Clover declared. 

"Don't be ridiculous. You have no such thing," Kyle replied, but in reality he too had noticed 
a gaunt expression in Clover's eyes and a certain sallowness ofhis skin. A few moments later he 
asked Clover if he wanted some of Mary's tea made up of herbal remedies. Clover declined. "I'm 
going to go lie down." 

Mary was watching a game show on the television only a few feet away, so she had heard 
their conversation. After Clover left the room, she said reassuringly, "He'll be all right." 

"No he won't. He will never be all right again. No one who has AIDS will ever be all right 
until they find a cure." 

"Is he feeling ill?" Mary asked, after she silenced the TV with the mute button on the remote 
control that she was gripping onto. 

"No more than usual. He's got a lung infection and he's got lesions of some sort all over his 
backside. Plus, he's worried because he's supposed to do a nude scene tomorrow." 

"Oh dear, what's he going to do?" 

"We don't know. The doctor gave him some antibiotic ointment last week, but it's not 


working." 

"What about make up?" Mary asked. "I've got some cover-up for my varicose veins." 

"No amount of make up in the world will cover those sores. He's going to tell the director. 
There's nothing the producers can do now. The picture's almost over. They can hire a body 
double." 

"Didn't Clover have a love scene last week with some man in the film?" Mary asked. 

"Yes, but there was nothing to it. Even when they kissed it was close mouthed, not that the 
virus can be transmitted through kissing, but it wouldn't be fair not to inform your co-star you 
were HIV positive if you were going to put your tongue into his or her mouth." 

"Didn't Rock Hudson do that on "Dynasty" to Joan Collins before he died?" 

"I don't know, but it wasn't Joan Collins. It was the other one, the blonde." 

"I saw Joan Collins on some show the other night. It was a nostalgic look back at how 
unenlightened we all were in the last century. You were in the kitchen. I was going to call you in 
to see it. Some anti-fur lobbyists were asking her if she still wears furs, and I know how much 
you're against people wearing furs. You warned me if I ever bought a fur coat you'd disown me." 

"And I meant it," Kyle replied. 

"Well, I wouldn't buy one. I eat meat, but I don't eat mink, or sable, or chinchilla meat." 

"So what did Joan Collins have to say for herself?" 

"Oh, she responded by saying ‘where do you think meat comes from, and where do you think 
all our shoes come from?" 

"Really? Of all the excuses I've heard that has to be the most inane. Shoes are made out of 
cow hide, and you're right no one eats mink meat. I've never met her, but to say something like 
that she must be a moron." 

"They were also questioning Steven Spielberg about blowing up an entire ancient rain forest 
for the final scene in that dumb dinosaur movie." 

"Yes, I know. I haven't seen a Spielberg movie since, and yet I really wanted to see 
Schindler's List. It was on TV several years ago, but I was too appalled by Spielberg's blowing up 
a rain forest to watch it. The cure for AIDS could have been found in that particular rain forest." 

"And did you hear about that Mona Babcock woman from Washington state who was 
arrested in the news?" Mary asked. 

"She wasn't arrested in the news she was arrested and now she's in the news." 

"Well, anyway, apparently she's killed hundreds of people singlehandedly. She calls herself 
an environmentalist, but if you ask me she's nothing more than a mass murderess. She must be 
crazy because she claims she can talk to plants and animals. She's a vegan just like you." 

"You know what, mom, sometimes I really hate this town." 

"It's not just this town, Kyle. It's the entire human race. Just the same, though, we could 
leave. We could go back to..." 

"We're not going back to British Columbia. But Clover should be finished shooting The 
Fairy's Tale some time next week, and I've been thinking that maybe we should all go away for a 
while. Take a vacation somewhere." 

"I think that's a wonderful idea." 

"I'm going to go see how he's doing," Kyle said, as he got up off the sofa. A few moments 
later he found Clover lying face down on their bed. He was sound asleep. Kyle covered him with 
one of the quilts that Mary had made, and then he went back into the living room. 

"How is he?" Mary asked. 


"He's sleeping." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Of course I'm sure? His eyes are closed and he's not moving." And then Kyle realized what 
Mary meant. "Oh, don't worry, he's still breathing." 

Then suddenly a loud continuous cough could be heard coming from the bedroom, but 
neither Kyle nor Mary moved, for the sound of Clover choking had become so commonplace. 

Any plans they had for a vacation were cancelled, for not long after he finished filming The 
Fairy's Tale, Clover had become too ill to travel. He had the sweats now nearly every night. He 
suffered constantly from nausea and diarrhea and the medication the doctor gave him did nothing 
to alleviate these symptoms. He made himself even sicker by worrying about his having lost 
weight. He worried that he was going to begin "wasting" away. He worried that his lesions, 
which had disappear and had come back, were not going to go away again. He worried that he 
was going to get aseptic meningitis, and Toxoplasmosis of the brain, because he had read about 
them in one of Mary's medical books. He worried that he was not yet ready to die and he worried 
about what was going to become of him after he did. While his health continued to worsen, 
however, his career continued to blossom. The Fairy's Tale had not only been released to rave 
reviews and huge box office receipts Clover had been nominated for an Academy award. He was 
up for best actor of the year in a motion picture, but instead of being happy, Clover had to worry 
that he would not be able to go. 

When the day of the ceremonies arrived it was Kyle who did the worrying, for even though 
Clover seemed far too sick to attend he was adamant about going. "You're too sick to go," Kyle 
insisted. 

"I don't care. Nothing's going to keep me away. You and Mary will both be with me. 
Besides, I have a feeling I'm going to win." 

Kyle also had a feeling that Clover was going to win the award, but he was concerned about 
the strain on Clover if he appeared in person. The press would be all over him and the ceremony 
usually lasted for several hours. 

Kyle had won two Oscars for The Rabble-Rouser, one for best actor and the other for best 
screenplay. The Return of Kyle Reeves had gained him a nomination for best original song and 
for best screenplay. He won the former and lost the latter. Love Story had been totally ignored by 
the members of the academy. No one was surprised. It was a remake. Clover's nomination 
excited Kyle at least outwardly more than it did Clover himself. Kyle was very proud of his mate, 
but most of the time Clover was too preoccupied with his various illnesses to be concerned about 
what was happening around him. 

Kyle made sure that they were late arriving at the ceremonies. The less time Clover has to sit 
in the audience or spend backstage the better, Kyle had decided earlier in the day when Clover, 
barely able to get out of bed, still insisted on going. No one had seen "the happy couple" for 
several months, so everyone was shocked to see Clover's condition as they took their seats. It was 
nearly the end of the show before the best actor of the year category came on. Clover was sitting 
next to Kyle, who could not help noticing how fatigued he appeared. "Are you sure youre all 
right?" 

"I'm fine," Clover answered uneasily. 

"Cross your fingers," Mary, sitting on the other side of Kyle, said. 

Kyle had his fingers crossed, but his doing so had nothing whatsoever to do with Clover 
winning the award. He was just hoping that his better half would live through the night. 


"...and the Oscar for best actor in a motion picture goes to..." there was a deliberate pause. 
"Clover O'Gotten." 

Kyle resisted the urge he had of helping him to his feet. He was unable to keep himself 
seated, though, as he watched Clover hobble up the stairs that led to the stage. He never made it 
to the podium, for he collapsed halfway across the stage. Kyle, who had been ready to run to his 
rescue, reached him before anyone else. He managed to get him to his feet, but Clover was only 
half conscious. While helping him up Kyle had inadvertently felt his forehead to find that he had, 
what a medical doctor would likely refer to as, "a high grade fever." 

"So much for my acceptance speech," Clover slurred. 

Upon seeing him fall to the stage the audience had gasped. Many had risen to their feet to get 
a better look. Their empathy was soon replaced by whispering that as a whole was amplified by 
the vast number of people in the auditorium. "Who was it?" "AIDS." "He's sick?" "What 
happened?" "Clover O'Gotten." "I've never heard of him?" "He tripped." "Clover O'Gotten." "He 
looks terrible." "AIDS." 

So far the public had not been informed about Clover having AIDS. Only a few of Kyle and 
Clover's closest friends had been told, but even before the Academy Award ceremonies nearly 
everyone in Hollywood had heard that Clover was bedridden, and because he was gay everyone 
automatically assumed the worse. 

Holding onto Clover backstage Kyle could not help crying. "Come on, let's go," he finally 
said, and then just as they were on their way out the stage door, someone handed him Clover's 
Oscar. No sooner were they outside, though, when Clover collapsed again, but this time he fell 
only as far as his knees. "It's ok, I can make it to the car," he said to Kyle, who was shouting for 
someone to call an ambulance. Their limousine driver was sitting inside the car listening to loud 
music. Kyle rapped on one of the tinted windows to gain his attention. "Can you help me?" he 
asked, and then together they stretched Clover out on one of the back seats. He was breathing 
heavily, and he was weak, but he was "not about to die yet," or so he said. 

"Well, not only did you win, you were the highlight of the evening," Kyle said after he had 
climbed into the back of the car and had taken the seat across from Clover. "Here, you hold onto 
this," he added, as he passed him the statuette. Clover took the Oscar and held it against himself. 
"Wow. I actually won." 

"You sure did." 

"Where to?" the driver asked. 

"To the nearest hospital," Kyle replied. 

"No, no hospital. Take me home," Clover demanded. 

For several moments there was silence inside the car until finally Kyle said, "Ok, take us 
back to Malibu." And when their driver pulled out onto the street they were all unaware that a 
persistent reporter from the Los Angeles Times was following close behind. Had they seen him 
they would not have been surprised, since the press had pounced upon the couple the moment 
they arrived backstage. After Clover had collapsed on stage they saw the beginnings of a 
sensational story. Backstage, Kyle had refused to answer any of there questions, and Clover had 
been too delirious to do so himself. The reporters had persevered by following them, like a pack 
of bloodhounds, through the parking lot. "What's the matter with Clover?" "Is he sick?" "Is he 
going to die?" "Does he have AIDS?" "How long does he have?" 

Upon arriving home, Kyle, with the help of the chauffeur, lifted Clover out of the car. Mary, 
in all the confusion, had never made it out of the Shrine auditorium, so at the moment she was 


watching her friend, Barbra Streisand, receive the award for best picture of the year. After 
retrieving Clover's Academy Award from the floor of the car, Kyle was closing the back door 
when he spotted the reporter pulling into their driveway, at the same time the audience at the 
Shrine Auditorium rose to their feet to give the legendary, Barbra Streisand, a standing ovation 
that seemed to last forever. 

"Go away. Leave us alone," Kyle shouted the moment he saw the reporter leave his car and 
rapidly approach. 

"Is he sick?" the reporter asked into the microphone of a small cassette player. 

"Of course he's sick? Now get the hell off our property." 

"There's a rumor going around that he's got AIDS? Is it true?" 

"Just leave us alone and mind your own business." 

Clover was supporting himself by leaning against the roof of the car. He glared at the 
reporter. "Yes, I have AIDS." he said into the tape recorder the reporter was now holding only 
inches away from his face. 

"What about you Kyle? Are you sick, too? Have you been tested?" 

"Fuck off," Kyle yelled and then he took a menacing step towards the man. While doing so 
he had raised his arm without realizing he was still holding the statuette, which was heavy 
enough that had he swung his arm downward he would have delivered a potentially fatal blow. 
Realizing he was holding a lethal weapon in his hand he quickly lowered his arm. 

"Don't your fans deserve to know?" 

"I have been tested and I'm negative. Now, please leave us alone." 

"All right, Mr. Reeves. And I apologize," the reporter added. Then he began backing away. 
He had always been fond of Kyle Reeves. Kyle was usually very polite to the press. He was a 
professional, who could always be counted on for an intelligent quote. It saddened him that Kyle, 
whom everyone knew was lonely prior to marrying Clover, was on the verge of losing his mate. 
Furthermore, he had an enormous amount of respect for Kyle Reeves. It had taken a lot of talent 
and courage for him to come to this town ten years ago and find backing for a big budget gay 
movie. On impulse he turned back towards the super star. "Hey, Mr. Reeves, I don't have to print 
this, if you don't want?" 

Kyle and Clover were on there way up the steps that led to the front door of their house. The 
limousine was just backing out of their driveway. Both men stopped. Kyle turned around 
abruptly to face the reporter, for he was taken aback by his declaration. In all his time in 
Hollywood Kyle had never heard a reporter pass up on a hot story for the sake of sentimentality. 
"What do you mean?" 

"Just that if you don't want people to know, I'll forget what I just heard." 

Kyle smiled suspiciously. "We were only trying to keep it a secret from the studio. And now 
we just don't want the mass media at our front door." 

"I understand. Here take it," the reporter tossed him the tape recording. 

Kyle caught the tape and after some consideration, he said, "Why don't you come into the 
house and we'll give you an exclusive interview. If it's ok with Clover?" Kyle added. 

"THE FAIRY'S TALE IS OVER FOLKS! SUPER STAR CLOVER O'GOTTEN IS DYING 
OF AIDS!" was just one of the many headlines that could be seen in the newspapers the 
following day. 

"John," Joseph called out loudly, as though he were much further than only a few feet away. 

"What is it?" 


"Did the candle go out?" 

The candle was still on the seat between the two men and it was burning as brightly as it had 
been all evening. "No, it's still lit," John said sadly, for it became apparent to him that Joseph had 
lost the rest of his sight. They had both been expecting it to happen for several weeks, but why it 
had to happen now neither one of them knew. "More punishment from above," John could hear a 
host of Christian fanatics say. "Fuck you," he said aloud to the voices he was hearing in his head. 

"Fuck you too," Joseph replied. 

"No, not you. I was talking to the truly blind people in this world, who believe that AIDS is a 
punishment from God against gays." 

"I can't see, anything," Joseph said while turning his head from side to side, as if somewhere 
other than straight ahead there might be a whole world filled with light that he could look upon. 

"You don't need to see." John offered, for under the circumstances he was not sure what else 
to say. At this point for him to say that he was sorry would have been redundant, for there was so 
much that he was sorry about in regards to both of their present predicaments. 

"I know that it doesn't matter anymore, but it's so dark," Joseph said. 

"It's nighttime. It's supposed to be dark." 

"How can you joke?" 

"I've watched too many episodes of Roseanne. But, don't worry, I'm right here." John reached 
over and touched Joseph's hand. 

"Go on reading. I don't want to hear silence and see darkness at the same time." 

John picked up the remaining pages of his manuscript. "What was that?" Joseph asked when 
he heard a splashing sound. "Oh my God, it's back," he hollered when he heard another louder 
splash on the surface of the water less than a foot away from the port side of the boat. Almost 
immediately he heard another splash, and in his darkness he envisioned a shark even larger than 
the one that had been to visit them before. 

"Relax. It's a pair of dolphins," John told him. 

"Are you sure?" 

"I'm positive." 

"I thought it was the shark." 

"So did I at first, but don't worry, dolphin's aren't dangerous." 

There were two of them. A male anda female that circled the boat several times. The male 
seemed the most curious or the least afraid, for he came very close to the boat, whereupon he 
extended his head out of the water. "If you put your hand out you could pat his snout," John said, 
for Joseph was only an arm's length away from the fish. 

"Are you crazy?" 

"He won't hurt you. Just put your hand down. He's right beside you." 

Joseph reached out, but by the time he did the dolphin had submerged itself. John slapped 
the water with the palm of his hand and by doing so he encouraged the dolphin to retum. "I wish 
we had some food for them," John said, as he stroked the back of the dolphin's head. 

"I wish we had some food for ourselves," said Joseph. "I wonder what dolphin meat tastes 
like?" 

"That's disgusting. We're vegetarians, and even if we weren't I wouldn't eat a dolphin. 
They're gentle creatures. I wish you could see them." 

"I wish I could see period," Joseph replied. 

"You know it just occurred to me that most of the animals that people eat are gentle. How 


many dangerous cows, or lambs, or chickens, have you ever seen?" 

"You know I never thought about that before either," Joseph said, and then they both listened 
with smiles on their faces as the dolphin began communicating in his own indecipherable 
language, which sounded like a series of squeaks and squeals. His verbosity did not last long, for 
soon after he and his lady friend swam away. "Good-bye," John called. 

"Are they going?" Joseph asked. 

"If there was a God that would have been a sign ftom above," John stated dreamily. 

"It could have been," Joseph agreed, "or it could have been a pair of fish just passing by. I 
guess it depends on how you look at it. You can see God in everything if that's what you're 
looking for, or you can see evil, or you can see nothing." 

"What are you talking about, you can't see anything," John jokingly replied. 

"Ha, ha, Roseanne strikes again," Joseph said while at the same time laughing. 

"I can see God in animals more than I can in human beings," John stated. "I love animals, 
and I've never really thought about it before, but now that I'll never be reading another novel, I 
think that the three most memorable books that I've ever read were George Orwell's Animal 
Farm, Richard Adams' Watership Down, and Kenneth Grahame's The Wind in the Willows. I 
think that one or two of them even made me cry." 

"What was Animal Farm about? I know you've told me before, but I forget," Joseph said, for 
although he had read the other two novels mentioned he had never read Animal Farm, even 
though John had periodically praised the book. 

"Basically it's about animals on a farm that rise up against their human oppressors." 


"Not long ago I heard that Madonna wears fur coats as well," Joseph commented in regards 
to their present conversation and to the chapter John had just finished reading in which Joan 
Collins is accused of trying to rationalize the fact that she wears fur coats. It would seem that for 
some reason Joseph chose not to discuss Clover's imminent death, as John had been fully 
expecting him to do. 

"Madonna? Yes, I heard the same thing, even though she once said that she was against 
wearing fur. I thought about mentioning it in the book, but I've praised her so many times 
throughout my other novels that I may have had to do some major revisions in regards to her. I 
have to say, though, that I was very disappointed when I heard. If it's true, she's a hypocrite, but I 
can't help forgiving her, because she's done so much for the gay and the anti-racist movement. 
Nevertheless, Iam disappointed. Wearing animal fur is bad enough, but to say that you don't just 
to make yourself look politically correct is an even greater crime. It doesn't matter, my favorite 
female super star will always be Barbra." 

Joseph laughed. "You and Barbra Streisand. I swear you're obsessed with the woman." 

"I'm not obsessed. I'm just a big fan. I mean I would never approach her or anything." 

"Approach her? You'd be the first in a crowd of five thousand fans to pounce on her for a 
pound of her famous flesh." 

"I would not." 

"Do you mean to say that if Barbra Streisand was sitting at a table next to you in a restaurant 
you wouldn't gush all over her like a typical gay guy in love with your ideal Goddess?" 

"I guess I might, but since I couldn't afford to eat in a restaurant that Streisand would be in it 
will never happen." 

"It will never happen now anyway." 


"I have always wanted to meet her, though." 

"You and a million others." 

"I know, but we were both born in April. She's a Taurus too." 

"You and a million others." 

"Well, we have many other things in common." 

"Oh yeah? Like what?" Joseph asked. 

"We're both creative geniuses." 

Joseph laughed. "Maybe so, but since you have trouble getting through a meal without going 
to the bathroom in your pants, I wouldn't recommend dining out with Barbra Streisand." 

"Fuck you," John replied good-naturedly, for he could not help but laugh. 

"Let's hear you do her," Joseph said witha sly smile, for he always enjoyed watching his 
friend act effeminate, because for the most part John's demeanor was masculine. Of course now 
Joseph would only be able to listen, which would not be nearly as entertaining, since John's voice 
sounded nothing at all like Streisand's. 

"What do you mean, do her?" 

"You know, do your Streisand imitation." 

"All right," John said, and then he threw back his head and suddenly it seemed as though 
Barbra was in the boat. After idolizing her for so many years and watching her perform so many 
times he was able to masterfully mimic her world famous mannerisms. A professional drag 
queen could not have done any better. Only Barbra herself was better at playing Barbra. He 
finished his performance, however, of I'm the Greatest Star, by altering the lyrics to better suit 
himself. He sang: "I'm the greatest writer. I am by far, but no one knows it... That's why I was 
born. I'll write my books, till someone reads them... Ican make em cry. I can make em sigh. 
Some day they'll clamor for my grammar..." And then standing up in the boat with his eyes 
closed he shouted as loud as he could while picturing before him every book publisher on the 
planet, "Have you guessed yet? Who's the best yet? Well, if you ain't I'll tell you one more time. 
In all of the world so far, I am the greatest, the greatest, writer!" 

"All right, enough of your Streisand repertoire," Joseph said after John had passionately 
started to sing The Way We Were, for when he reached the line, "...and if we had the chance to 
do it all again, tell me would we? could we?" it was too much for Joseph to endure. "Stop 
singing, or I'll shoot you," he swore. 

"How could you shoot me? You can't even see me." 

"I could aim at that screeching sound that's coming out of your mouth." 

"You're the one who wanted me to sing?" 

"To many painful memories." 

John crooned. "Yes, but what's too painful to remember, we simply chose to forget, the way 
we were.” 

"Read the next chapter," Joseph demanded, for he felt very much like crying. 


Clover's Fourth and Final Leaf 
Mary, banging on the bedroom door, awakened Kyle with a start the morning after the 


Academy Award ceremonies. When she burst into the room shouting "Police!" he jumped out of 
bed in complete confusion. And although he was in a deep sleep and still in a somewhat delirious 
state of mind, Clover, too, was immediately awakened by her shouting. "Wake up. The police are 
here, and they have a warrant for Clover's arrest," she hurriedly explained. Then she frantically 
looked around the room in search ofa place for her son-in-law to hide from the harm that she felt 
was forthcoming. 

"Where are they?" Kyle whispered. 

"They're waiting in the living room. I wouldn't let them come in here. I assured them that 
Clover was sick and could not go anywhere even if he wanted to." This was not entirely true, for 
their suitcases were packed and they were planning on leaving Los Angeles that afternoon. The 
three of them were flying to the Cayman Islands for an extended stay. After much persuading 
Kyle had talked Mary into going with them. "You know how much I hate flying," she 
complained. 

"We might be gone for several months. Do you want to stay in Los Angeles by yourself?" 

"Won't the trip be hard on Clover?" 

"TIl be all right," Clover had insisted. 

"I hear it's humid in the Caribbean during the summer months," Mary said. "And he's so used 
to the dry heat in California." 

"He's going there to die, mother. Are you coming or not?" Kyle had finally said. 

"Of course. I thought that was already decided. And I wouldn't be surprised that once he gets 
there the sea and the peaceful island life might revive his spirits. Just maybe, Clover, you won't 
be so determined to kill yourself or to have my son commit euthanasia." Kyle and Clover both 
looked at each other surprised by Mary's remark. 

"I didn't say a word," Kyle said in response to Clover questioning stare. 

"I overheard the two of you talking. I can hear everything from my room," Mary explained. 

As it was, all of their plans were postponed indefinitely by the arrival of the police, who had 
indeed come with a warrant for Clover's arrest. 

Kyle helped Clover get dressed and together they moved towards the bedroom door. Clover 
was weak and could not walk very quickly. "Wait," Kyle cried. "What should I do?" he asked 
desperately, and it was obvious by his expression that he was willing to do absolutely anything. 

"Keep on loving me," Clover replied, and then he left the room. 

Kyle and his mother looked briefly at each other. Mary shook her head, as an expression of 
her sorrow, and then they both followed Clover into the living room. 

"Are you Clarence Clover O'Gotten?" 

"Yes." 

"What do you bastards want?" Kyle shouted the moment he entered the living room that was 
full of uniformed police officers. 

"You're under arrest for the murder of Grady O'Gotten, and for the murder of Francis 
O'Gotten. You have the right to remain silent. You have the right to an attorney. If you can not 
afford an attomey, one will be appointed to you. Anything you say can and will be used against 
you in a court of law. Do you understand your rights as they have been read to you?" 

"Yes," Clover replied. 

"You can't do this," Kyle yelled. "TII sue each and every one of you. I'll sue the entire city. TI 
sue the entire state." 

"Will you come with us, sir?" one of the officers said to Clover, while he and the other 


officers did there best to ignore Kyle's irrational rampage. 

"No! Leave him alone, you fucking bastards! Take your fucking hands off him!" 

"Mr. Reeves, calm down, right now," warned the same officer who had read Clover his 
rights. 

"You don't have to handcuff him. He never killed anyone." 

"It's all right, Kyle. Just call our lawyer," Clover said, as he crossed the room with the aid of 
two officers. 

"Can't you see he's not well. He cant go to jail. He'll die." He ran across the room, but 
another one of the officer's stopped him before he reached Clover, who was already out the front 
door. 

"He'll be fine, Mr. Reeves." 

"Rot in hell," Kyle hollered directly into the officer's face. "And take your fucking hands off 
me." 

"Kyle, I'll be ok," Clover called out with the hopes of calming him down. 

"Don't worry, Clover, I'll get you out, don't worry," was the last thing that Kyle was able to 
say before the back door of the patrol car where they had placed Clover was slammed shut. 

The moment they were gone Kyle rushed to the phone and called Clover's lawyer. They 
made arrangements to meet at the police station that Clover had been taken to. On the phone the 
lawyer had said that there would be an arraignment and that most probably bail would be posted. 
"But, because it's a double homicide it will likely be pretty steep," the lawyer warned. Kyle told 
him that he would put up bail no matter how much it was, and the lawyer prematurely assured 
him that he would get Clover set free. As it turned out bail could not be set by the judge 
immediately since the murder charges originated in Ireland. Clover, if he lived long enough, was, 
in all likelihood, going to be deported. Kyle was outraged. He hired a team of lawyers. "Bribe a 
judge if you have to," he told them. "Bribe the police chief of Los Angeles. Bribe the entire 
police force. Bribe the governor of California. Get somebody to sleep with the President. Just get 
him out of jail!" 

It took a week, during which time Clover was trans ferred to a prison hospital, but finally, 
because of his worsening condition he was granted bail by a sympathetic, though entirely honest, 
judge. Clover, who had become too ill by then to even appear at his own bail hearing, was 
released into Kyle's custody, for the judge being told of his deteriorating health at the prison 
hospital considered him to be a threat to no one and he saw little chance of his fleeing the 
country. He was not allowed, however, to leave the city of Los Angeles until it was decided at his 
deportation hearing if he was to be sent back to Ireland to stand trial for murder. The evening he 
was released from the prison hospital he had to be taken into the house in a wheel chair, for he 
was unable to walk of his own accord for more than ten feet at a time. Kyle had only just helped 
him into their bed when he receiveda phone call from David O'Casey, who was very close to 
dying himself from AIDS. Kyle had only just recently learned that David was sick. Apparently, 
though, David had known that he was HIV positive since shortly after Kyle and Clover's 
wedding. 

"All right, I'll give him the phone, but don't talk too long he just got home and he's very 
tired," Kyle said, and then he passed the phone to Clover. 

"I just heard on the news that they let you go home. It's not true is it what everyone's saying 
about you?" David asked. 

"No, of course not. You know me better than that," Clover replied. "You sound terrible, and 


what's all that noise in the background?" 

"Some of the patients are playing a board game." 

"Are you in the hospital?" Clover asked, as he and Kyle exchanged a sympathetic look. 

"I'm in a hospice," David answered listlessly. 

When Kyle was told by Clover that David had been admitted into an AIDS hospice they 
decided to move him into the their house. It was Kyle's idea, for he felt sorry for David, who had 
no friends, and whose family was in Ireland. 

"Are you sure you have enough room?" David asked when Kyle led him to his room beside 
the one where Clover was lying. 

"Mary moved into the guest room. This way you and Clover can be beside each other." 

"And are you sure it's not going to be too much work for you?" 

"Mary's here to help," Kyle said, but a few days after David's arrival he was forced to hire a 
full time nurse to help care for both Clover and David. Most of the time, with the help of his 
mother, he was able to attend to their needs himself, but there were medical aspects that required 
the attention of an experienced person. David spent most of his time in the guest room watching 
television unable to get out of bed. Clover was in remission, so he was a little better off, but not 
much. 

Kyle had accepted the fact that Clover was going to die, so it was constantly on his mind 
how Clover had contracted the virus, yet he could not bring himself to ask. Then Clover had his 
first bout with pneumonia and had to be taken to the hospital in an ambulance. He was released a 
few days later, but within two weeks time Kyle could tell that he too was very close to the end. 
Clover and David were now both entirely bedridden. "I don't know how much more I can take," 
he complained to his mother. "My heart breaks more each day. They're both dying and I feel so 
helpless. The lawyers are doing all they can to fight his deportation, but they don't hold much 
hope. The prosecutor in Shamrock City wants Clover to stand trial even if he has to do so in an 
oxygen tent. I don't know what to do?" 

He was surprised when his mother told him to "Pray," for she was not known to be 
particularly religious. "No," she answered when questioned by her son, "but under the 
circumstances it certainly can't hurt." So Kyle began praying every day for a miracle that would 
cure both his husband and their friend in the next room. Then as though his prayers were 
answered the cure was found. Kyle was certainly not self- centered enough to think that it was 
the result of his lone prayer when millions of other people had been praying for a cure since the 
twentieth century. Yet when he heard the news on his car radio only a few blocks away from 
home he was so overjoyed at having his prayers answered he had to pull over to the side of the 
road to hear the rest of the report. Shaking all the way, he continued home where he raced into 
the house to inform the two dying men. What he found, however, shocked him, for when he 
opened the bedroom door he realized right away that he was too late, for at least one of the men 
was dead. He closed the door to David's room as quietly as he could. He did not want Clover 
knowing about the death of his friend. 

He stopped hesitantly in front of the door to Clover's room. He was afraid of what he might 
find. He felt dizzy, for the vivid memory of David lying in the next room with his eyes wide open 
and his mouth agape, as though he had been gasping for his last breath, was still fresh in his 
mind. Mary was supposed to be here. The nurse was not due until this evening. Why had Mary 
left the two men alone? He turned the knob on the door in front of him and held his breath. He 
did not realize that he had his eyes tightly shut until after he had swung the door open. He could 


not hear him breathing. Apprehensively, he opened his eyes and looked towards the bed in terror, 
which turned out to be premature. Clover was still alive. He was only sleeping. Kyle breathed a 
sigh of relieve. 

"Clover, wake up! Wake up. Clover!" 

"What is it?" 

"Someone right here in California claims to have found a cure. It was on the radio," Kyle 
gasped, and looking into Clover's eyes he decided that it would be best not to tell him that David 
was dead. He was worried that the news of his death would take away whatever will Clover had 
left to live. He wondered where Mary was? He desperately needed her help. 

Like Kyle, Mary had heard on the news about "the crimson colored clover" that was 
reputedly the long awaited cure for AIDS. She had dropped the lunch tray on the floor that she 
was preparing for the two men. Kyle would soon find the mess of food in the very spot where she 
left it. After calling a cab she ran out of the house. She wasn't sure exactly where she was headed. 
All she knew was that she was determined to find the valley full of clover. She told the driver to 
take her north of Los Angeles into the countryside. She had debated for only a brief time about 
leaving the men alone, and had reasoned that getting the clover would be far more advantageous 
to them than her solicitous company, or a meal that they would most likely vomit up. Besides at 
the time they were both sleeping and Kyle was expected home soon. 

"Oh really, a cure?" Clover finally replied rather incoherently. 

"Yeah, apparently it's supposed to stop the disease dead in it's tracks. They're planning on 
making a vaccine and a serum. You'll never guess what from. I's so silly. I almost laughed when 
I heard it, but then I started crying as usual." 

"What is it?" Clover asked. 

"Clover," Kyle cried unable to control the tears that sprang forth from his eyes, as though 
they were a small set of spherical shaped fountains. 

"What?" Clover asked, as though Kyle had been calling his name. 

"No, it's clover," he tried to explain. "The kind of clover that grows in fields." 

"Clover?" 

"Yeah, isn't it stupid. Clover! Cows eat clover for crying out loud. It's crazy. There's been a 
cure right under our noses all along. They're saying that very soon the antidote and a vaccine will 
be on the market. Apparently, though, only clover the color of crimson and only the kind that 
grows in a certain valley in Southern California has the ri ght chemical compound." 

"How soon is soon?" Clover asked, knowing himself that in his case tomorrow would 
probably not be soon enough. 

Kyle could not answer him. He could do nothing but cry, for he also knew that very soon 
Clover was going to die. Suddenly, he wanted to ask him again if he had killed his parents. He 
wanted to ask him one more time about how he had been infected with the HIV virus, but 
according to a report the following day in the Los Angeles Times, he did not have a chance, for 
only moments after Clover had asked "How soon? he looked up, took his last breath, and died in 
Kyle's arms. 


Doctor Metcalf and his wife, a registered nurse, whose name was Rachel, had been sailing 
through the Caribbean for the past three weeks. They had taken a well deserved two month 
holiday away from the free clinic where they worked sometimes sixteen hours a day in Miami, 
Florida. Befittingly, the sail boat that they had bought with money that Rachel had inherited from 
her parents was called "The Sea Doctor." The Metcalf's last port of call had been Grand Cayman 
Island. There they had spent several days ashore refueling, stocking up on supplies, and exploring 
one of the most beautiful islands that they had seen so far on their holiday. The next stop they 
were planning was Costa Rica and then they were going to sail along the northem coast of South 
America ending in Caracas, Venezuela. From there they would return to Miami. At first seeing a 
small light flickering in the distant they retrieved their binoculars from below, and upon doing so 
they were surprised to see a tiny rowboat and the figure of two people on board. "They must have 
been shipwrecked," they quickly decided, so Rachel ran down below and immediately shut off 
their engine. 

John had just finished reading Clover's Fourth and Final Leaf, and this time when Joseph 
began crying he did so with total abandonment and in a completely pitiful manner. There is 
nothing more heart wrenching, John thought, than a ninety eight pound blind man balling his 
eyes out. John poured them another drink and from the candle he lit them both a cigarette. "Here, 
take this and stop blubbering," he said with a concerned and sympathetic tone of voice. No 
sooner had he spoken, though, when he saw to the starboard side of their rowboat the lights of 
"The Sea Doctor." 

"Look, over there." 

"What is it?" Joseph asked, as he turned his head port side to look in the opposite direction. 
John was still pointing towards the quickly approaching sail boat when Joseph began shouting, 
"For Christ's sake, I can't see. Stop telling me to look." 

"I'm sorry, I forgot. It's a sailboat, and it's headed this way," he added when it became even 
more obvious that the vessel was moving directly towards them. Moments later they were only 
twenty yards from the forty foot sail boat, and someone on deck began shouting at them. 

"They must have seen the candle burning," John said, and he hurriedly blew it out. They 
could tell by the voice that it was a man shouting at them, and shortly thereafter John could 
clearly see the man standing on deck. He was looking at them through a pair of binoculars. 

"Ahoy," doctor Metcalf called. 

"Ahoy," John called back. 

"Are you all right?" 

"We're fine," Joseph called, as John quickly covered both of the shotguns with one of the 
blankets. 

The man aboard the sail boat knew that they could not possibly be all right in a tiny rowboat 
twenty five miles from the nearest shore. "Do you know how far from shore you are?" he 
hollered. "You're more than twenty miles from George Town," he told them. 

"Yes," John replied, though until now he actually had no idea how far they were or where 
they were. They could have been close to the Cuban coastline for all he knew. "We're spending 
the night at sea. We'll row back in the morning." The two men had picked up their oars and had 
begun rowing away from the sailboat just as a woman appeared up on deck. 

"There's somebody else on board. It's a woman," John said. 

"I don't want to go back," Joseph whispered. "We've come to far. They can't make us, can 
they? They're not the coast guard, are they? They don't have any authority, do they?" 


"Don't worry, we'll shoot them if they try to stop us." 

"You're not serious?" 

John snickered. "Of course not. Just keep rowing." 

"Hey, wait. Where are you going?" The man shouted when he realized they were rowing in 
the opposite direction of "The Sea Doctor." 

"Leave us alone," John called out. 

"Do you need to come aboard? We can take you to George Town. You won't survive very 
long at sea in that little boat." Suddenly a spotlight was shined down upon the two men in the 
rowboat. Rachel, being a cautious woman, and justifiably so under the circumstances, had turned 
on the light to get a better look at the two men. She wanted to see just what type of people her 
husband was inviting aboard their vessel. "Oh my God, look at them," she said in amazement, for 
she was astonished by their pitiful appearances. "They look sick, really sick" she exclaimed. 

"Are you guys all right?" doctor Metcalf shouted with a demanding tone of voice. 

"Just our luck we bump into the only two people on the planet that would put themselves out 
for two complete strangers at sea," John said quietly. 

"Oh, I don't think they're the only two. There are lots of people who would help..." Joseph 
began. 

"That's not the point," John interrupted. Then dropping his oar he stood up and facing the 
sailboat and the spotlight he insanely shouted, "We're psychopathic pirates with homicidal 
tendencies, so leave us the fuck alone!" He sat back down and furiously continued rowing away 
from the sail boat. 

"I'm a medical doctor. Maybe I can be of some help?" 

"You can't help us," John cried out pleadingly, and after hearing his harrowing and hysterical 
sounding voice doctor Metcalf imagined that no one on earth could help them. 

"Let them go," Rachel said to her husband, and then she turned off the spotlight. 

"What do you mean? We can't just leave them. Christ, what do you suppose there up to?" he 
asked desperately. He was so accustomed to being of assistant to those in need that he did not 
know how not to help. 

"I think, that they're out here to kill themselves," Rachel replied in response to her husband's 
question. 

"What makes you say that?" he asked taking his eyes offthe men in the row boat for the first 
time since he had spotted them. He looked inquiringly into his wife's loving eyes. 

"Didn't you notice how skinny the one on the left is, and I also thinks he's blind by the way 
he kept moving his head trying to see us. He couldn't even see that there was a spotlight shining 
on him. He had to use his hearing. And the other one was riddled with sores that look like 
Kaposi's Sarcoma." 

Her husband was silent for many moments. The air around him became solemn as a result of 
the turmoil he felt inside himself. At last, he said, "Well, maybe we should just follow them for a 
little while?" 

Rachel took his arm and began leading him away from the railing. "Just let them be. I think 
they know exactly what they're doing." 

"God bless you," was the last thing that doctor Metcalf shouted to the two men lost at sea, 
and then he took his wife's advice. He turned their sail boat around. 

Joseph and John did not stop rowing until long after the lights of "The Sea Doctor" were no 
longer visible. Not until they felt that it was safe to do so did they put down the oars. By then 


they were both exhausted. They had not slept for forty eight hours. "It will be morning soon, and 
we're still alive," Joseph remarked with real exasperation. 

"Let's do it at dawn," John said. "Just when the night ends and the day begins. Just when the 
sun first shows itself on the horizon and there's that fresh feeling in the air of a new day. When it 
feels like everything is being born all over again." 

Joseph agreed. "I've always liked the early morning. The sunrise is sort of like emerging into 
the light out of the darkness. Like what we hope death will be." 

Having decided that their self-administered executions would take place at daybreak they 
waited for the sun to rise, and while doing so John read the final chapter of what was destined to 
be his last novel. 


The Discovery of Clover 

The following is a report that appeared in the Los Angeles Times: "Film star Kyle Reeves 
and his mother, Mary Stone, have moved back to British Columbia, where Kyle plans to write 
another screenplay. Prior to his departure for Canada I asked Mr. Reeves about his relationship 
with Clover O'Gotten. Smiling, he said, 'He was a beautiful person. I miss him very much.' When 
I asked Mr. Reeves if he believed Clover to be guilty of murdering his parents, he emphatically 
replied, 'It doesn't matter what I believe, but I'll tell you anyway. No, he did not kill them. Clover 
could not kill a anyone. He was the most gentle man I have ever known. He would take his own 
life I'm sure before taking the life of another. Not long before his death I asked him if he had 
killed them and he swore to me once again that he had not. He knew he was dying and we were 
alone together, so there was no reason for him to lie. I am completely convinced that Clover was 
innocent of the charges and if he had lived long enough to stand trial Iam sure a grand jury 
would have agreed." 

Prior to that entirely inaccurate article in the Los Angeles Times that had been planted by 
Kyle as a ruse, Mary, who had gone offto search for the crimson colored clover, made an oath to 
herself in the back of the cab not to return until she had found the cure. Not only was she 
concerned about Clover and David, who were lying at home in bed hanging on to what little was 
left of their lives, she was also concerned about Kyle and the possibility of the HIV virus 
showing up on a test sometime in his future. It was almost midnight when she returned to 
Malibu. She gave the cab driver one of her credit cards to pay the fifteen hundred dollar fare. She 
noticed the house was in total darkness, as she hurried up the front steps with a paper bag full of 
the crimson colored clover in her hand. Opening the front door with her key she hoped that the 
newsman on the radio was right in his report about the clover. She also prayed, as she pushed 
open the front door, that she was not too late. She raced through the living room out of breath, 
barely able herself to believe how far she had just travelled to obtain the clover that she was not 
even certain would work. 


"Where have you been?" Kyle asked the moment she came into Clover's room. He had been 
frantic for her return. After finding the food spilled on the kitchen floor he had feared the worst 
about what had happened to her, and all evening he had been uncertain about what to do. It 
seemed to Mary that he was in a state of shock. He was sitting in darkness on the bed beside 
Clover. When she went over to him he whispered to her that David was dead in the next room. 
Mary turned on a small lamp. It lit up the room enough for her to see that Clover, at least, was 
still alive, though he appeared to be only moments away from the same fate as his friend. "I 
haven't been able to bring myself to tell him that David is dead, but I think he suspects something 
is wrong. He's sleeping right now," Kyle whispered. 

"How long ago did David die?" Mary asked. 

"He was dead when I got home five or six hours ago," Kyle replied. "Where have you been? 
I was worried. I thought everybody was leaving me." 

"It's a long story. Wake Clover up," Mary ordered. 

"He just went to sleep. I heard today that they've found a cure, but it's too late." 

With this Mary held out the paper bag filled with the clover she had found in a field after 
hiking through a five acre hardwood forest. "I also heard, here," she said as she handed him the 
bag. 

"What's this?" he asked and then he opened the bag to see that it was full of plants that had 
three green leaves and bright red flowers. "Is this it?" Kyle asked while jumping up off the bed. 

"Let's hope so," Mary replied. 

"Where did you get it?" 

"TIl tell you later. Wake him up, and give him as many of the flowers as you can. Force 
them down his throat if you have to. I'm going to brew a pot of clover tea. Hurry up," she 
hollered to her son, who seemed so overcome by the potential cure he was holding in his hand 
that he could not move. 

An hour after Clover had been force fed several clumps of clover and had been induced into 
drinking an entire pot of the tea there was an almost immediate and miraculous difference in his 
demeanor. "Is it working?" Kyle asked his mother, who could not possibly know, yet she was 
standing vigilantly by, what only an hour ago had been, the inevitable deathbed of her son-in-law, 
and since he was still alive? 

"I think so," she answered. "There's seems to be some life in his eyes." 

"Oh God, please let him get well," Kyle cried. 

"Well, I don't know if God had anything to do with it, but I'm feeling better," Clover 
announced hoarsely, for it was the first that he had spoken since his having been awakened. Kyle 
and Mary both spent the remainder of the night nursing him, but by early morning they were both 
rejoicing by his bedside. 

"It's only been a few hours and it already looks like he's recovering. The clover must be 
working," Kyle exclaimed, and indeed it was. Soon it would be working for everyone the world 
over. 

Kyle finally felt that it was safe to tell Clover, who was sitting up eating a piece of toast, the 
first solid food he had eaten in several days, that David was dead. 

"David. I forgot all about him. When?" 

"Sometime yesterday afternoon. You were so sick and I thought you were going to die I just 
couldn't bring myself to tell you, and then Mary came home with... I still can't believe it. I 
thought there was no hope. Anyway, I guess I'd better call the doctor to tell him that David is 


dead," Kyle said, and that's when their nefarious plan, which would lead to the inaccurate article 
being planted in the Los Angeles Times, was first discussed between the three of them. Of course 
it was Clover who had thought of it to begin with. 

After Mary came back into the bedroom with another piece of toast, Clover said, "Now that 
I'm cured I'll probably have to stand trial, and it just occurred to me that since David is already 
dead, and since some of our symptoms were pretty much the same, and since we look a lot alike, 
why don't we let on that I was the one who died?" 

"What do you mean?" Mary asked. 

"I mean, make everyone believe I'm dead," Clover replied. 

"But where will you go?" was the first question that came to Kyle's mind. 

"I don't know. We'll all leave the country," Clover suggested. 

At first Mary wanted no part of the plan, nor was she willing to give Kyle her consent. Kyle 
was easily able to persuade her, though, simply by saying, "I can't live without him, mom, and if 
there's any chance that they'll send him away, well, I don't know what I'd do?" 

"All right. I hate Los Angeles, anyway," Mary informed them, and with her help Clover went 
to a motel that afternoon disguised in a hat, a pair of sunglasses, and an overcoat. Mary stayed 
with him in the motel and continued to nurse him until he was entirely his old self. "You better 
keep eating the clover just in case." she told him. The sores on his body, however, had gone 
away. His appetite had retumed entirely and he had begun to gain weight. His symptoms simply 
vanished. Had he been tested a lab technician would have found no trace whatsoever of the HIV 
virus in his system. Every night on the news he and Mary watched reports from across the nation 
of people lining up for the vaccine and in many cases the life saving serum. Hospitals, hospices, 
doctor's offices, and free clinics were overrun with people in need of the antidote. 

Kyle and his mother were the only ones who knew that Clover O'Gotten was alive. As soon 
as he was well enough Clover, using David O'Casey's identification, fled to South America. Kyle 
and Mary stayed in Los Angeles for his fraudulent funeral that overflowed with tearful fans. For, 
not only did Clover escape the criminal charges by leading everyone to believe he had died of 
Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndrome, he became a hero, as he was one of the very last 
victims, and a world famous one, to succumb to what had once been an incurable epidemic. At 
Kyle's request the casket that Clover was supposed to be lying in had been closed, and 
immediately after the service the body secreted inside had been cremated. No one even suspected 
that it was David O'Casey's ashes that were scattered into the ocean from atop ofa cliff in 
Malibu, mainly for the benefit of Clover's many adoring fans. For the sake of public scrutiny, 
Kyle was forced to play the part of a grieving spouse. Clover had warned him that even their 
closest friends could not be informed about his recovery or subsequent escape, so Kyle had been 
obliged to accept many of their condolences. One week after the funeral, Kyle, expecting a phone 
call from Clover telling them where to meet, began waiting by the phone. "You'll hear from him 
soon," Mary said reassuringly, but when a month went by and there was still no word from 
Clover Mary became less convincing. Another month passed during which time Kyle began to 
think that something dreadful must have happened to Clover to have kept him from calling. 
When another month passed with still no contact from Clover, Kyle was forced to face the 
possibility that he had been forgotten. Still, he refused to leave the house for days at a time "just 
in case" Clover called. Mary, though she tried on many occasions, could do nothing to alleviate 
her son's anguish. Finally, Clover did phone, and from the moment Kyle heard his Irish brogue 
on the other end of the line his spirits were lifted. "We'll be on a plane tomorrow. I love you, 


too," Kyle said into the phone. When he hung up he looked at his mother who was waiting 
nearby. "See, I told you he wouldn't forget me. Start packing," he told her. 

"What took him so long to call?" Mary asked. 

"He said he was afraid they might be bugging the phone, and even if they weren't he said that 
if we left Los Angeles too soon the police might become suspicious and follow us." 

The following day they left Los Angeles just as the newspapers reported, but they did not go 
to British Columbia like they deliberately led the press to believe. They were going to the 
Cayman Islands. On their way to the airport Kyle transferred all of his money and Clover's 
money to a Cayman Island bank. After his phoney death all of Clover's assets had automatically 
gone to Kyle as part of California's community property law. 

"I can't help wondering, if Clover didn't kill his parents then why is he running away?" Mary 
asked her son on the plane that was about to take them both to Grand Cayman Island the place 
that Clover had decided they would meet. 

"He told you. The police think he's guilty and there's the possibility that they've got enough 
circumstantial evidence to put him away." 

"I suppose," Mary said, and then she made a comment while fastening her seat belt about 
how much she hated to fly. In only a few moments, though, Mary's animosity towards planes 
would change to reverence and would remain so for the rest of her life. 

Their plane had just lifted off the runway when Southern California was struck by "the great 
quake." 

"Oh my God, it's the big one," Mary, and many others aboard the plane, shouted. Then Mary 
made the sign of the cross. It was an involuntary gesture, for she was still not known for being a 
religious woman. Even aboard the ascending plane sirens could be heard sounding below. 
Buildings, bridges, houses, came crashing down and could be seen doing so by the horrified 
passengers that peered out the windows of the plane. The sound of cars crashing and horns 
blowing continuously could also be heard. Gas and various other kinds of explosions could both 
be seen and heard. The only sound that could not be heard aboard the plane was the nightmarish 
sound of people screaming on the ground below. "It looks like we got out of Los Angeles just in 
time," Kyle said while gazing through the window next to him at a scene that was so horrifying 
he became transfixed. Although he could not see it entirely from where he sat the entire coast of 
Southern California had just crumbled into the Pacific Ocean. By the time the tidal wave hit Los 
Angeles the plane and it's passengers were too far away to see anymore of the mayhem that they 
had been fortunate enough to avoid. Having escaped with their lives everyone aboard the plane 
seemed to be saying some type of silent prayer. Their lives had been spared, as though a guardian 
angel had lifted them off the ground in time. Soon or later everyone on the plane would ask 
themselves why were they saved when so many others were not? Was it luck or was it the work 
of some higher power? Like Kyle and his mother who had planned on taking an evening flight, 
until that morning when they awoke and Mary, who had always been reluctant to fly, had said 
that she'd prefer to fly during daylight hours. If it could be said that anything good came from 
such a widespread disaster it was that Mary would never be fearful of flying again, for it was a 
plane that had saved her and her son's life. 

Five thousand feet high above the ground that violently shook, Kyle, while still looking out 
the window, softly began to sing a lullaby. 

"Hush little baby, don't you cry, 

Mama's, gonna buy you the great big sky 


And if the sky comes crashing down 

Mama's gonna bury you in the ground 

And if the ground begins to shake 

You might think it's a big earthquake 

But, hush little baby, don't you cry 

Cause everybody's got to die." 

"What a horrible song," Mary said to her son. "Where on earth did you hear it?" she asked. 

"I just made it up," Kyle said, as he turned away from the window, for they were high 
enough now that smoke and smog was all that could be seen. 

"At this moment I feel like the luckiest woman alive. We have a lot to be thankful for," Mary 
said. "We will be living in the Caribbean." She took hold of her son's hand. "You know it 
occurred to me after Clover phoned yesterday that he might have been abused." 

"What do you mean?" Kyle asked. 

"Maybe his mother and father abused him when he was a child?" 

"How?" Kyle asked. 

"I don't know. Physically. Mentally. Sexually. All of the above. Has he ever said anything to 
you?" 

Kyle shook his head. One of the flight attendants had stopped by the row of seats directly in 
front of Kyle and Mary to comfort a business man who's wife and child he had left behind in Los 
Angeles. Kyle waited until the flight attendant was gone before he spoke. "I've wondered about it 
myself. If he did kill them it might explain why, but I still don't believe he did." 

"I wonder how much damage the earthquake caused?" Mary remarked. 

"I can't imagine," Kyle replied. "At least now Mr. and Mrs. O'Casey will stop wondering 
about their son. They'll presume David perished with everyone else in the earthquake." This 
knowledge came as a great relief to Kyle, because for the past month the O'Casey's had been 
calling him trying to locate their son. Kyle had felt guilty every time he had been forced to lie to 
them about not knowing where he had gone when he knew that David was dead and had not 
received a proper burial. All his life Kyle would be plagued by the memory of how he had sat 
nervously by David's corpse, inconspicuously pulling out nose hairs, while praying that the 
doctor who had come to pronounce Clover dead would not notice that it was not Clover. Kyle 
and his mother had done everything they possibly could to David's corpse to make it appear more 
like Clover. The feat was made possible by the fact that they had very similar features to begin 
with. Their physiques were approximately the same, and they had both lost a great deal of weight 
in the month prior. The fact that they both had blue eyes and blond hair and even the same shoe 
size helped their charade even more. He had tried to distract the doctor that day by talking a great 
deal in a distraught manner, like any grief-stricken hysterical spouse would be expected to do. 
The doctor had taken one look at David's corpse and had signed Clover's death certificate. Then 
he had left the bedroom without any further examination. In retrospect Kyle realized now that 
Clover's doctor had had no reason to be suspicious, since he did not know that David had been 
staying at the house, and because he had been expecting Clover to die for quite some time. Still, 
he had been extremely fortunate, for upon a closer examination of the corpse the doctor would 
have known it was not Clover. Then at the front door when the doctor was on his way out and 
Kyle was feeling sure of himself from everything having gone so well, the doctor remarked, "It's 
a shame Clover could not have hung on just a little while longer." 

"Why is that?" Kyle asked, while wiping away more nose hair coerced tears from his eyes. 


"Haven't you heard? They've just found a cure." 

Kyle's face had turned white, but why wouldn't it the doctor concluded in his car he just 
learned that Clover could have been cured if he had lived just a little while longer. 

"Is Clover meeting us at the airport?" Mary asked when their plane began descending. 

"Please fasten your seat belts. We are approaching Grand Cayman Island airport," the pilot 
said over the loud speaker. 

"No, I told him not to just in case there were any reporters at the airport taking my picture," 
Kyle explained, but as it was no one seemed to pay any attention to his arrival. Inside the airport 
everyone was far too busy talking about the earthquake that had just decimated Southern 
California. Cayman Island custom officers checked his passport as usual, but Kyle and his 
mother had no problem getting a visitor's visa. He was, after all, "a famous film star." Kyle and 
Mary took a limousine to the hotel where Clover was staying. They checked into separate rooms 
that they had reserved the day before. "Can you tell me which room Mr. David O'Casey is staying 
in?" 

"Room 2010," the clerk informed "the famous film star." 

"Won't people recognize Clover as well?" Mary asked on their way up in the elevator. 

Kyle smiled. "From what he told me on the phone I'll be surprised if either one of us can 
recognize him." 

He was so anxious to see him that when they reached the twentieth floor Kyle left Mary far 
behind as he raced to room 2010. "Who is it?" Clover called from behind the closed door upon 
which a do-not-disturb sign was hung. 

"It's Kyle." He heard the chain being unlatched on the other side. Then the door opened, and 
the two men threw their arms around each other. It was several moments before they released 
themselves from their long awaited embrace. Meanwhile, Mary had made her way past them into 
the room. She had been taken aback by Clover's hair which was cut short and dyed dark brown. 
When she herself hugged him she saw the contact lenses he was wearing made his bright blue 
eyes light brown. His jaw and nose were both bandaged and beneath both of his eyes were black 
bruises. In South America he had had plastic surgery. "I tell everyone I was in a car accident." 

"Does it hurt?" Kyle inquired. 

"Not anymore and I can take the bandages off tomorrow." 

"I hope I still like you," Kyle teased. 

"So where are we going to live?" Mary asked. "Surely, we're not going to hide out in this 
hotel forever?" 

"Of course not, mother. But, I've been told that you can't buy property down here unless you 
a citizen of the Cayman Islands, so we're going to rent a beach house up the coast. We'll call a 
real estate agent tomorrow and go looking." 

"T'll leave you two alone. I'm going to my room to unpack. I'll probably rest for a while too," 
she told them. 

"So, do you still like me?" Clover asked long after Mary had gone to her room and he and 
Kyle were lying in bed together in the aftermath of their making love. 

"T'll love you no matter what you look like, but you definitely look different with dark hair." 

"That was the idea," Clover replied. 

"How do you feel? Have you recovered completely?" Kyle asked, for he had not seen Clover 
since Mary had taken him to a motel several months ago. 

"Well, considering I've survived full blown AIDS, murder charges, Hollywood, the New 


York critics, and cosmetic surgery, I feel great." 

"If we'd left Los Angeles one second later than we did we'd have died in the earthquake." 

"It's incredible. I've been watching the news all day, and praying that you and Mary made it. I 
called the airport several times, but they wouldn't say if you were on the plane or not. It's been a 
nightmare." 

"Well, the nightmare's over. And if you want you can tell me everything now. You know you 
can trust me," Kyle said, as he sat up to light a cigarette. 

"Tell you what?" 

"The truth. The entire truth." 

"You already know the truth." 

"I know that you're a light sleeper?" Kyle replied, for it had occurred to him earlier on the 
plane that Clover had always claimed to be sleeping when his parents were shot. 

"All right, I tell you. But, you have to promise me not to tell your mother. I don't want her 
knowing, even though she's suspected all along." 

"So have I, but I fooled myself into believing that you couldn't possibly do something so 
heinous, but you did kill them, didn't you?" 

Clover was silent for only a short while, but his silence seemed everlasting to Kyle. "Yes, I 
killed them," he finally confessed hesitantly. 

"I knew there was no way you could have slept through those shotgun blasts. You wake up 
when I go to the bathroom or when I turn over in bed." Now that he had been told the truth Kyle 
felt slightly ill at ease to be lying in bed next to a murderer. He was not frightened though, for he 
knew that he was not in any danger. To begin with he had all of Clover's money and according to 
their phone conversation on the previous day Clover had gone through all the funds he had taken 
with him to South America. "Well, I'm sure you had good reason. Did they beat you or sexually 
abuse you or something?" Kyle asked. 

Clover smiled. "I'm afraid not. They were ideal parents. I did it for the money. I did it so I 
could move to Hollywood, so that I could become a movie star, and so that I could meet you." 

Discovering that Clover was a cold-blooded killer, and not the victim of abusive parents 
whom he retaliated against after years of torture, came as a shock to Kyle. He had always been 
sure that if Clover had killed his parents he must have had a more noble reason for murdering 
them than mere money, which was the sole motive the police ascribed to the crime. Kyle felt a 
shiver run through his entire body. Somehow he thought the blood in his veins had turned into 
ice water, and although the writer in him knew that to be a common cliche it was exactly how he 
felt lying next to Clover O'Gotten the man he loved. The fact that Clover's base motive for 
murdering them had been money was debasing, and it made Kyle sick to his stomach. For some 
time afterward he felt as if he may have to go into the bathroom and vomit. 

"You wanted to know," Clover said at last, for he could clearly see the reaction his 
confession was having on Kyle. 

"And AIDS?" Kyle asked. "How did you get it?" 

"The same way most people did. I had sex without a condom." 

"When, and with whom?" he inquired, but again Clover did not reply right away. 


"Was it after we were married?" Kyle asked. 
"Yes." There was a coldness to Clover's voice that Kyle had never heard before. He had also 
noticed that the innocent aura that Clover had maintained, even throughout his illness, was gone. 


In it's place was a callousness that was unappealing. 

"It was David, wasn't it?" Kyle demanded with a cold tone of voice that was equal to that of 
Clover's. 

"Does it matter?" 

"I want to know." 

"It was only once. After we came back from our honeymoon. We'd been drinking. One 
minute we were talking about how much Shamrock City had changed and the next... It just 
happened." 

"Why didn't you use a condom?" 

"He didn't know until about a month later that he was positive." 

"He knew his husband had died of AIDS the year before." 

"Like I said we'd been drinking and we got carried away." 


"I guess if it had to happen I'm glad it was with David. I always liked him." 

"He liked you as well. Now, come on, let's go to sleep. I love you, so let's forget all about 
everything that happened in Ireland and in Los Angeles. We've got a big day ahead of us. I get to 
take off my bandages and we've got to go house hunting." 

Resting his head on Clover's chest Kyle was able to hear the way sleep changed the pattern 
of his breathing. Kyle, even though he was tired from his trip, found it hard to fall asleep. He 
mind was a whirlwind of thoughts that all came crashing together. The fact that Clover had been 
unfaithful to him, and had murdered what most probably were a pair of loving parents, were the 
two main issues that kept him awake and worrisome. Eventually, though, he too drifted off into a 
deep undisturbed sleep. 

The following day they found a three bedroom fully furnished house by the beach that had 
it's own private fishing dock and a small motor boat. They were able to move in right away and 
they celebrated their new home with a bottle of champagne during dinner. They had no groceries, 
so they decided to order in, for Clover's face, although healed, was still bruised and swollen from 
the extensive surgery. He had taken the bandages off that morning. Kyle realized then that he had 
been right when he said to his mother that Clover would be unrecognizable. Somewhere between 
the vegetarian chowmein and the breaking of their fortune cookies the subject of Clover's fake 
funeral came up. "I never thought we could pull it off, but I guess if you put your mind to 
something anything is possible," Clover stated. 

"Well, I should have won an Oscar for my performance at your funeral," Kyle kidded. 

"I was no slouch myself," Mary said. 

"No, you were wonderful. Particularly when you threw yourself on his casket and cried, 
'Clover, my poor dearly departed, Clover." Kyle had been looking at his mother warmly, but 
when he looked back across the table at Clover the expression on his face became indifferent. 
"But, Clover's the one who deserves the Oscar, which reminds me the Oscars are on tonight," 
Kyle said. He got up from the dining room table to turn on the television. 

"We were the one's left behind in Los Angeles who had to do all the lying. What did Clover 
do to deserve an Oscar?" Mary inquired. 

"Oh, you'd be surprised mother," Kyle replied from the living room with a enigmatic smile 
that no one in the dining room could see. "You'd be surprised." 

"Turn up the volume. They're about to announce a winner for best actress of the year," 
Clover said from the dining room table where he and Mary remained seated. 


"If she wins it should be for best actress of the century. She's been deceiving us for so long," 
Kyle bitterly replied on his way back into the dining room. "...and the Oscar for best actress of 
the year in a motion picture goes to: Madonna!" 

"Well," Kyle plaintively replied, "that just goes to prove that anything is possible." 

At midnight of that same evening when Madonna astonished the world by winning an Oscar, 
Mary awoke with a start. Her senses told her that something was dreadfully wrong. Furthermore, 
her bedroom was right next to Kyle and Clover's room and she thought she could hear someone 
crying. She got up and went out into the hallway. The door to their room was slightly ajar and 
their light was on. She knocked softly. She could now tell that it was Kyle who was sobbing. "Is 
everything all right?" she called out, but when no one answered she pushed open the door. What 
she saw caused her to gasp, cover her mouth with her hand, and stagger a step back. Kyle, 
covered in blood, was kneeling on the bed next to the body of Clover. In one hand he was 
holding a carving knife and in his other a human heart. Mary was too horrified to speak. 

"I killed him," Kyle said, "and then Icut out his heart just like you said you would if he ever 
hurt me." Kyle laughed, as he held up Clover's heart. "Now he really is heartless." 

"Why?" was all that Mary could manage to say, for her mind was mesmerized not only by 
the demonic deed done by her son, but also by the amount of blood. 

"I guess there's a little bit of a killer in all of us," Kyle calmly replied. 

They wrapped the body in several garbage bags so that when they dragged it down to the 
dock there would be no blood smeared on the beach. They put Clover's corpse, two cement 
blocks, and some nylon rope into the motor boat. When they felt that they were far enough from 
shore they turned off the engine, tied the cement blocks as securely as they could to Clover's 
body, and threw him overboard. Almost immediately, Clover O'Gotten, weighted down by the 
cement blocks, plummeted to the bottom of the sea. "Shouldn't we say something?" Mary asked. 

Leaning over the edge of the boat looking directly into the water, Kyle shouted, "Look's like 
your luck just ran out, lover. Let's see you act your way off the bottom of the sea." 

"That's not quite what I meant," Mary said. 

"Film star Kyle Reeves, and his mother Mary Stone have moved to the Cayman Islands 
where Kyle is busy writing his memoirs," or so it said not long after in the new Los Angeles 
Times. 


"The end," John announced with a tone of voice that was entirely different from the one he 
had been using to read with for most of the night. His voice now sounded full of satisfaction, and 
Joseph supposed he had several reasons to feel contented. The first, for his having read his novel 
through from beginning to end. Secondly, surely he saw the importance of his having left another 
novel behind for posterity. Thirdly, Joseph concluded that he must be feeling satisfied at having 
created the novel to begin with. A tone of utter tiredness could also be heard in his voice, 
however, but Joseph could attest to it having been there for a very long time. 

"The end," as it were according to their plan, also came not long after John finished reading 
his novel when the first bit of daylight burst upon them. The dawning of the new day had turned 
out to be a spectacular sight, for the sunrise broke the grayness of the early morning and for a 
brief time the entire sky was the color of crimson. A matter which John could not leave 
unmentioned, for he meticulously described the hue of the horizon for Joseph. 

"For a while I was delightfully drunk, but I'm not anymore," Joseph complained in a morose 


manner. 

"Neither am I and the Vodka's gone," John said with just as much resentment in his voice, 
for they both knew that now they would have to face the inevitable sober. 

Because Joseph was now completely without sight John loaded both of the shotguns, and 
while doing so he thought about that doctor aboard the sailboat who had said, "I'm a medical 
doctor. Maybe I can be of some help?" Not so far, John thought to himself, as he passed one of 
the guns to Joseph. "It's ready to fire," he warned. 

"So am I," Joseph replied. 

"Did you like the book?" 

"It's too bad it wasn't real. I mean, too bad it's still only the twentieth century and there is no 
miraculous cure." 

"Well, hopefully one day there will be. Maybe some day soon The Cure of the Crimson 
Colored Clover will no longer be considered science fiction," John said. 

"I know neither one of us believe in God, but supposing there is a God do you think He..." 

"Or She," John said. 

"Or She, will be angry at us for killing ourselves?" 

"I think if there is a God I'll be the one who's angry." 

"For your sake, after saying that, I hope that there isn't." 

"Well, don't condemn your soul just for me." 

"Hey, what are friends for," Joseph said and together they laughed. It occurred Joseph how 
much laughter during their ten year friendship they had shared. They had not shared as many 
tears together, and for that Joseph was thankful. He thought back to when their friendship had 
formed in Toronto, Canada, on a notorious street corner in a place called "boystown." They had 
been youthful, fashionable, handsome, healthy, sexy, tough, and very skilled at their chosen 
professions. They did drugs, a myriad mixture of whatever they came across, but they were not 
addicts, at least not in comparison to many of the other hustlers who worked the same street. 

"Are you ready?" Joseph asked. 

"Right now? So soon?" 

"We've been at sea since yesterday morning. Besides, the longer we put it off the harder it 
will become. If we dwell on it too much we might lose our nerve." 

"What nerve? I don't have any. I thought we could just drift for a little while. The current 
seems to be stronger today, and the sun feels so good. Can you feel it on your skin?" 

"It does feel nice. Is the candle still burning?" 

"No, it went out a half an hour ago." 

"I'm glad you read me your last novel. You know you really should have marketed your 
manuscripts more," Joseph said. He had always urged John to send them out more often. 

"How could I? My life has been absolute chaos. I've been driven to write twelve hours a day 
and then forced to turn tricks in between books. Anyway, who can afford return postage for six 
manuscripts?" 

"At least you wrote them." 

"At least," John replied. 

"We can wait a little while longer if you want, but not too long." 

"I promise." 

"Is there anything we should say to each other before we do it?" 

"I think after being best friends for ten years we've said everything that can be said, and 


more. Don't you?" 

"I suppose." 

"Well, if there's something you'd like to say, some secret you want to share, or some burden 
you want to unload, now's the time. As far as I'm concerned you know all my secrets, and you've 
shared most of my burdens. My God, you know things about me that no biographer will ever be 
able to uncover." 

"I wonder how we'll be remembered?" Joseph pondered aloud. 

"As the prostitutes that cast themselves into the sea?" 

"We more than whores. I'm sure our lives have more meaning than that. In fact, I know they 
do. Do I have to remind you again about the fact that you're the author six novels?" 

"I guess it depends on who's remembering us. I'm sure our mothers will remember us as 
good sons, and I'm sure there are a few tricks out there who still have smiles on their faces 
whenever they think of us." 

"Wouldn't it be wonderful if we were the last two people on the planet who had this disease 
and our deaths would put an end to the epidemic. If our infected bodies were devoured in a 
shark's belly, and no one else would ever have to die of AIDS. As it is there are millions of HIV 
positive people back there." Joseph gestured with his head towards where he imagined North 
America was, but he had actually gesticulated in the opposite direction. "Who knows, maybe they 
really will discover a cure right under their noses," he added optimistically. 

"Anything is possible," John pointed out. "They could discover a cure tomorrow, or maybe 
they are finding one right this minute. Do you want to go back and wait?" he asked in jest. 

"I think it's too late for the two of us." 

"I think you're right, and I think I'm ready if you are?" John announced. 

"Wait. Neither one of us are. We forgot to name the boat," Joseph said, and he said so not 
because he was stalling. He had only just remembered their plan to spray paint a name on the side 
of the rowboat. 

"I forgot, but I'm glad you remembered." John reached into their satchel for the last time. 
Buried beneath the copies of his first five novels were 26 separate stencils one for each letter of 
the alphabet. He also retrieved from the satchel a can of crimson colored spray paint. "We haven't 
even decided on a name?" 

"We don't have to do it," Joseph said. 

"It won't take long. Just think of something, and then we can christen the boat with our 
blood." 

"Isn't the side of the boat wet? How will the paint stick?" 

John reached over the side. "The top ten inches are dry. There's plenty of room." 

"Any suggestions?" Joseph asked, in regards to what they should call their boat. 

"No, my mind is a blank," John replied. 

"How about the vessel of death?" 

"No, that's too morbid," John said. "It should be something that expresses hope." 

"How about something like the sea clover?" said Joseph. 

John shook his head and stared at the stencils. "I've got it," he said, and then he started 
sorting through the stencils in search of the required letters. He began by holding the letter T in 
place while spraying the crimson colored paint across the stencil. "Ok, now I need an H, and an 
E." 

"The?" Joseph asked. 


"An A. An I. A D. And an S," he announced at intervals that coincided with his completing 
the process of painting on each of the letters. 

"The AIDS?" Joseph asked. "I thought you wanted something depicting hope?" 

"I do, but how can I conceive hope when I don't have any? Ok, now where's the letter C? Oh, 
here it is. It was under my foot." 

"The AIDS what? The AIDS cure? The AIDS committee? The AIDS Caribbean adventure? 
The AIDS catastrophe?" Joseph gave up trying to guess what John had decided their epitaph 
would be. Since he could not read what his friend was writing on the side of the boat at the time 
he had to wait until he was told. When John was done the crimson colored letters on the 
starboard side of the rowboat read: THE AIDS CARRIER. 

"What kind of a name is that?" Joseph asked. 

"It's what those teenagers on Grand Cayman Island called us, remember? They shouted that 
we were AIDS carriers, which of course we aren't, because medically speaking a carrier is a 
person who is immune to a disease but transmits it to others, which is not the case with AIDS for 
no one is immune. In regards to the rowboat, though, it's grammatically correct." 

"That may be, but it's still morbid." 

"Well, it's too late to change it now," John replied. 

Since their decision to come to the Cayman Islands to commit euthanasia everything had 
gone according to plan. Joseph, a chronic procrastinator, had finally finished his first screenplay. 
John, a prostitute full of despair, had completed his last novel. Customs had let them into the 
country. Everything had worked out well right up until the time one of the guns jammed. It was 
John's, and the scream that arose from every part of his being could be heard for miles around. 
Had there been anyone near enough to hear the ghastly sounding shriek that escaped from his 
gaping mouth they might have thought they were hearing the howl of a madman. Directly in front 
of John lay the lifeless body of his best friend. Joseph's gun had gone off. And looking at what 
little remained of Joseph's head, John realized in the most horrifying manner imaginable that he 
was also looking at preview of himself. He was filled with an enormous amount of pity for his 
young friend, and also for himself, since he did not think that he could turn the gun on himself 
and pull the trigger once again with the hopes that this time it would work! Hysterically, he 
continued screaming. He was unable to comprehend how only moments ago, after pulling the 
trigger, he had opened his eyes and was amazed to discover that he was still of this world. Of 
course he had heard the explosion from Joseph's gun, so for a brief time he had thought that he 
too was dead until he opened his eyes to see that he remained in the rowboat and was regrettably 
alive. Instinctively, he had scrambled back towards the bow of the boat away from the body and 
blood, but now, in another fit of hysteria he moved frantically forward, reached out, and touched 
one of Joseph's hands. John, it would appear, was no longer immune to crying. He was weeping 
uncontrollably. 

A half an hour passed during which time, John, now covered in Joseph's blood, could be 
seen, had there been a single soul at sea to see him, rocking back and forth in the boat holding 
Joseph in his arms, as though he were a baby being put to sleep. And to make himself seem even 
more demented, though that was hardly his intent, he was singing the same lullaby that had sung 
a short while ago while reading The Cure of the Crimson Colored Clover. 

"Hush little baby, don't you cry 

Mama's gonna buy you the great big sky 

And if the sky comes crashing down 


Mama's gonna bury you in the ground 

And if the ground begins to shake 

You might think it's a big earthquake 

But, hush little baby, don't you cry 

Cause everybody's got to die." 

He gently laid Joseph down and he meticulously put him into the same position where he 
had previously been lying. Picking up both of the oars he began to row in a mechanical manner 
while repeating over and over again the lullaby he had just sung. He realized he was now 
desperately afraid to shoot himself, but even in his present state of mind he knew that he was 
even more afraid to go on living amoment longer. More than anything he wanted to join his 
friend, Joseph. He remembered how they had faced each other, and had put the tip of the barrel 
of each of the shotguns into their mouths. The butts of the guns had been braced against the 
bottom of the boat. "The shots were supposed to be simultaneous," he cried aloud to himself with 
a harsh sounding voice. After letting go of the oars he grabbed hold of the gun that Joseph had 
used. He put in another cartridge, and... "Hush little baby, don't you cry, the time has come to say 
good-bye." 

Like Joseph, John's body was blown backwards by the force of the shotgun blast. Albeit, he 
had fallen in the opposite direction towards the bow of the boat. Also, like Joseph his blood, 
brain tissue, cartilage, sections of his scalp, pieces of his cranium, clumps of his hair, follicles 
and all, floated on the water's surface, which a variety of small marine life began to feed upon. 
Yet, all was how it should be, for as the boat drifted in the current across the surface of the sea 
the two men lay lifeless at last. 

"What took you so long?" Joseph, who had been waiting for John, asked. 

"The God damn gun jammed," John said, yet no earthly being, not even the fishes in the sea, 
could hear their conversation henceforth. 

The rowboat, the shot guns, John's novels, Joseph's screenplay, and of course their bodies, 
were all discovered several days later by the Grand Cayman Island coast guard, who had been 
told been told by doctor Metcalf and his wife that there were two men lost at sea in a tiny 
rowboat. 

John's manuscript The Cure of the Crimson Colored Clover was scattered all over the 
bottom of the boat. Nearly every page of the novel was splattered with the crimson colored AIDS 
infected blood of it's author Johnathan Crimson Clover-Cook. 

It was not until after the rowboat had been towed back to George Town by the coast guard 
when the coroner examining the corpses noticed the suicide note that John had written and had 
tied with a piece of string to his big toe. It read: 

To my readers, 

I leave this life having only one regret and that is not knowing if you shall ever exist? 


Yours Posthumously, 


